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Mosesw Plays Another Ace 


F Washington and London were non- invitation at grave risk of breaking his shaky courtesies just as overwhelming as that 
ussed by the Russian invitation to Dr. coalition, and strengthening the Socialist which Krushchev showered on Tito. Only at 
denauer, they have only themselves to indictment of his policy. But in accepting the end of the Note is there one single sen- 
ame. Time and time again it has been he may well be offered concessions which tence of consolation for the abashed German 
fessed—not least in the columns of this make it impossible to maintain his Western Communists in control of the Eastern Zone. 
urnal—that the one certain result of their orientation. It would, however, be an over- This would seem to confirm our prediction 
forts to tie the Federal Republic into the simplification to jump to the conclusion that that the immediate aim of Soviet policy is to 
antic defence system would be to enable the Russians will at once try to achieve the find a modus vivendi based on the continued 
¢ Germans to return to the policy of neutralisation of a united Germany at the partition of Germany. Once that is gained, 
lancing between East and West. By con- forthcoming Four-Power talks. In one they can hope to use their initiative in order 
ding full sovereignty to the Federal point, at least, Soviet policy resembles that of gradually to bring the two German govern- 
spublic and encouraging the politicians in the United States. If America will never ments together and to detach the Federal 
Mn to rebuild the German army, Sir permit Germany to “go Bolshevik,’ the Republic from the West. 

wthony and Mr. Dulles have compelled Russians are equally unlikely to sign any The lesson for the West is clear enough. 
oscow to start a new game of diplomatic German peace treaty until they are quite sure Britain and America cannot afford to wait 
ker. So far they have played three of the that a united Germany would not, despite any and let the Russians win round after round 
s they have held up their sleeve. First formal limitations on its sovereignty, con- at their leisure. If we want to keep 
e the invitation to Herr Raab to visit spire against them. Their immediate pur- Germany friendly to the West—and simul- 
gscow and his return to Vienna loaded pose is to frustrate the integration of Western taneously to prevent a recurrence of the 
the benefits of neutrality. Next Germany directly—and of Yugoslavia in- German menace—then it is we that should at 
wed the Russian visit to Belgrade, and directly through the Balkan Pact—into the once propose the terms of a final settlement 
ouncement that even a Communist American alliance, first by removing the compatible both with German interests and 
is forgiven as long as he refuses to threat which brought Nato into existence, with the military security of East and West. 
to. Now Dr. Adenauer is offered and then by demonstrating the positive For long the only such settlement possible 
ti ‘recognition and tempting vistas advantages of independence. has been visible—a united Germany allied 
with the East. If this is not enough, The most significant feature of the Note neither to the East nor the West, but a mem- 
Union has more aces in reserve— they have sent to Dr. Adenauer is its bland ber of a United Nations security system. 
tions, for instance, and the revision repudiation of the abuse they have heaped If such a solution is now dismissed as too 
ler-Neisse line. - for years on the “militarists and separatists “neutralist,” we shall sooner or later discover 
was faced at once withadeli- of Bonn.” The past offences of the Federal that all the other possibilities are fraught with 
He could only refuse the Russian Government are washed away in a deluge of far greater danger. 


International 


In making their sensational visit to Belgrade, the 
Soviet leaders seem to have had three objectives. 
First, to reduce the Balkan Alliance to little more 
than a paper relic of the Cold War. Secondly, 
to satisfy themselves that any “neutral bloc” 
Europe would be anchored, at its southern end, 
on a genuinely neutral Yugoslavia. And, thirdly, 
to re-establish close contact with the only Com- 
munist regime which remains obstinately outside 
their camp. The remarkable communiqué issued 
at the end of the talks makes no reference to the 
first two issues, but the third is covered by the 
fascinating reference, not merely to the exchange 
of official information missions, but more speci- 
fically to “the exchange of Socialist experiences, 
and a free exhange of opinions.” If this clause 
means what it says, it is the most important doc- 
trinal concession made by Soviet Communists 
since the rise of Stalin. For it clearly admits 
that there may be other forms of Socialism than 
the Soviet model, and, in fact, accepts the most 
fundamental thesis of the Tito regime. It could, 
indeed, foreshadow a great change in the attitude 
of the Communists towards democratic Socialist 
movements in the West. 

Marshal Tito, no doubt, took great care to 
ensure that these talks were between government 
and not party representatives. But it is doubtful, 
in the light of this paragraph, whether the Yugo- 
slavs were really so surprised or affronted by 
Mr. Krushchev’s speech on arrival as the Western 
correspondents suggested. Visits of this kind do 
not take place without careful preparation, in 
which the protagonists are fully advised of the 
line each proposes to take. Even if Belgrade was 
not given an advance text of Mr. Krushchev’s 
remarks, it was certainly told—even if Marshal 
Tito did not himself ask—that the Soviet leader 
would make some gesture of amends, and that 
due recognition would be given to Yugoslavia’s 
own “Socialist path.” It is difficult to see how 
the visit could have taken place at all, without 
some such assurance from Moscow. 

The mission was clearly prepared with great 
care. The opening section of the communiqué, 
which sets out in great detail the conditions of 
co-existence, could be taken as the fullest mani- 
festo of the new Soviet foreign policy we have 
yet been given. If this declaration of intent, 
which significantly lays great stress on co-opera- 
tive effort through the United Nations, is really 
translated into practice, Mr. Krushchev will have 
initiated—and where more appropriately than 
Belgrade?—the most substantial shift in Soviet 
policy since the Russo-German pact of 1939, 


Tarxs began in London this week between the 
Russian Ambassador, Mr. Jacob Malik, and the 
special Japanese envoy, Mr. Shunichi Matsumoto. 
“Malik is an amiable, broad-minded man,” 
Matsumoto declared on leaving Tokyo. “He is 
not the type of Russian who always says ‘No’,” 
This optimistic note was inspired by the Austrian 
Peace Treaty, and the Japanese believe that now 
is the time to make an all-out bid for concessions. 
Like the Germans, they argue that the Russians 
are in the mood to pay a high price for “neutra- 
lism”—which means, as a minimum, 
away from the American camp, 

At the time of the Japanese elections this 


Spring, Hatoyama seemed to suggest that Japan . 


should be prepared to make an unconditional 


drawing 


e 
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agreement ending the state of war with the Soviet 
Union and restoring diplomatic relations, in the 
hope that this would encourage the Russians to 
make liberal concessions. The points which Mr. 
Matsumoto will raise in London include a demand 
that the Russians shall immediately repatriate 
Japanese “ war criminals ” 
in Russia (they estimate that there are about 1,000 
in each category); a promise not to seize Japanese 
fishing vessels operating in northern waters; sup- 
port for Japan’s membership of the United 
Nations, and the return of Shikotan and Habomai 
islands (held by the Russians to be part of the 
Kuriles) and South Sakhalin. 

Hatoyama hoped to get the agreement of all 
parties for the policy which his envoy will put 
forward in London. But while all Japanese might 
agree on the concessions Matsumoto will propose, 
they do not agree on the demands that the Russians 
will almost certainly put forward. The Liberals, 
for instance, would prefer the status quo to an 
agreement which, in their view, would only in- 
crease Russian opportunities for propaganda in a 
still susceptible Japan. From the beginning they 
haye suggested that Matsumoto take the longest 
possible spoon to the London talks. The return 
of prisoners and admission to the United Nations 
they describe as “rights” guaranteed by the 
Potsdam Agreement, not favours to be bargained 
for in London. As for Hatoyama’s suggestion 
that the Kuriles might be returned on condition 
that they were not used for American bases—the 
Liberals reject it as an unacceptable limitation of 
Japanese sovereignty. The Socialist Parties (both 
Right and Left) are pressing the Government to 
restore relations with the Soviet Union and come 
to terms with the Chinese Peoples’ Republic, 
knowing perfectly well that this will mean in- 
curring the displeasure of Washington. 

So Mr. Matsumoto has to walk on a very tight 
rope in his talks with Ambassador Malik. He 
has to listen to the “foreign masters’” voices of 
the Pentagon, the State Department and Wall 
Street; and for the survival of the Hatoyama 
Government he must make some concessions to 
the demands, not only of the Socialists but of an 
increasing number of Japanese who object to 
American occupation. Mr. Malik is in a much 
stronger position. He not only represents one of 
the victorious Powers, but speaks with one voice. 
He has not so far indicated what that voice will 
say, but if we can judge from Soviet policy else- 
where, he is likely to go a long way in meeting 
Japanese demands—if this has the result of bring- 
ing Japan nearer to a policy of neutralism. 


Fresu evidence of Soviet desire to “ show will- 
ing” is to be seen in the reduction of the punitive 
tolls on vehicles using the roads between Berlin 
and the Federal Republic. It is true that the 
revised rates will still be twice, in the case of 
cars, and six times in the case of lorries, those 
ruling before April 1. 
has been made; and since the East German 
Government did not secure the prestige of nego- 
tiations on this issue with Bonn, which it wanted, 
the reduction comes as a voluntary act of grace. 


Arr the I.L.0, conference in Geneva, an attempt 
by the employers’ delegations ‘to drive out the 
representatives of Communist countries has been 


-parried by the Communists’ refusal to take um- 


brage. Led by the’ U.S. employers’ delegates, 
who are prepared to obstruct all constructive work 


and civilians at present — 


Nevertheless, a concession __ 


Ey the I.L.O. shite: the Camanbie ‘Stat re 
members, the employers objected to the sea 
“employers” representatives from East Eur 
A compromise, permitting them to sit on techn 
committees without a vote was, surpri! 

accepted by the Communists. The U.S. 

sentatives then decidéd to boycott the com 
tees, The Western trade unions have bitt 
resented this manoeuvre. It is, they argue, 
signed less to exclude the Communists than 
sabotage the work of the I.L.O. If the Comm 
ists will not be snubbed into a walk-out, then 
employers themselves threaten to abandon’ 
I.L.O, © This tactic recalls the most stu a 
blunders of the Cold War. 5 


At Home 4 


T roves in the ports have once again this w 
been superimposed on the hold-up of transp 
caused by the railway strike. The latest move 
the Stevedores offers hope that peace on t 
sector of the dock front may soon be reach 
The N.A.S.D.’s offer to cease recruiting 
members from the ranks of the T. and G.W 
not to collect subscriptions, pending a T.U 
inquiry, from the 10,000 already enrolled, wo 
appear to offer a fair basis for a settlemen 
always provided the T. and G.W. shows 
measure of reasonableness in agreeing to 
N.A.S.D.’s claim for recognition by the employe! 
in wage negotiation. 
The unofficial strike by the crews (prede 
nantly the stewards) of North Atlantic liner: 
clearly a revolt by hot-heads against a umic 
which has done well for its members by nege 
tions through the National Maritime Board, 
which the “ militants” are apt to regard as be 
too! closely the associate of the ship-owne 
Grievances by stewards about long—it might 
held, necessarily long—hours of work and s 
times uncomfortable accommodation on | 
ship are of old standing. A significant 
of the present strike is that it started o 
North Atlantic run, where the crews are 1 
likely to be influenced by the superior condi 
on American-owned ships, and that a 
vessels to be “ struck ” were ships carrying a. 
proportion of passengers in the tourist 
emigrant classes, who would naturally not be g 
tippers. i 


Tue final report of the Royal Commissio 
the taxation of profits and income is an une 
ing document. By a majority of ten to tt 
one radical change which was considered. 
on capital gains—is turned down on the 
that its long-term yield would probab y 
exceed £50m., and that since there would 
to be a rebate for losses, the yield in any one 
would be subject to a fluctuation of as 
£250m. each way. There is force in» 
but, having regard: to the. steady (and, 
extent, inflationary) - upward trend 
values, both of securities and fixed 
next Labour Chancellor will probably 
careful consideration than Mr. Butler wit 
minority findings on this point. a Ree 
For the rest, the Report proposes 
measures against tax dodgin 
farmers ”, whose agricultural loss 
painlessly against surtax; and us 
Inland Revenue should have v 
for bank ope ‘from t 
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aXp ould be required to keep 
rds of their earnings. As for industry, 
‘recommends that there should be no 
ion, for tax purposes; between the 
ributed and undistributed profits of com- 
*s—a change which would appear, on the 
of it, to weaken undesirably the incentive 
plough back ” profits earned. 


Overseas ~ 


yet another of the striking opinions which 
-marked the summer session of the U.S. 
reme Court, Chief Justice Warren ruled that 
fohn Peters, a professor of medicine at Yale, 
} been wrongfully dismissed in 1953 from his 

as a government consultant. A loyalty re- 
board had declared Dr. Peters a security risk, 
f two previous clearances. The ground for 
decision was that the Board had disregarded 
safeguards laid down in the President’s 
ecutive Order. The Court did not reach the 
ther point that loyalty hearings were unlawful 
jless the employee was faced with and permitted 
(cross-examine his accusers. 

Monday, too, the State Department agreed 
issue a passport to Dr. Otto Nathan without 
ther delay, thus complying with Judge 
weinhaut’s ruling, and making a further re- 
at from its policy of arbitrarily refusing pass- 
ts. The American Civil Liberties Union, 
ich has published an unsatisfactory corres- 
adence with the State Department on passport 
icy, is to file test cases to challenge this policy. 


1 Monday, a last-minute concession by the 

d Motor Company averted the Auto Workers’ 

ike for “guaranteed pay.” The scheme, de- 

ned to cushion 140,000 Ford employees against 
sonal unemployment, will provide them with 

to 65 per cent. of normal pay for a maximum 

26 weeks. It is a further extension of the 

AW. principle of bargaining for “security” 

efits, rather than direct wage advances; and 

ineral Motors, with 325,000 employees, is next 

yace the strike threat. This is the first time 

a large firm has accepted responsibility for 

taining, not merely a stable labour force in. 
industry in which seasonal lay-offs reduce 

rage yearly wages, but also the purchasing 

rer of its employees during unemployment. 

Eegins to look as if Mr. Strijdom intends not 

ely to “pack” the South African Senate, but 

nately to whittle away all its powers. In the 

ates on the Senate Bill, the United Party had 

‘ested that the new, enlarged Senate would - 
fixed tenure of five years as a result of the 

d methods of election, and that this might 

€ the policies of a Government returned to 

by a general election. The Nationalists’ 

tter-move has been to introduce an amend- 

it to the Bill providing that the Senate should - 
9 powers to veto legislation involving 

y. They can quote a British precedent for 

but leading Nationalists are now publicly 

)cating a one-Chamber Parliament. 


alts (not completely to hand as we write) 
ilian elections seem to indicate that the 
- the Nenni Socialists to run their own 
1 of making a common list with the 
s had little net effect on the position of 
its combined strength is broadly un- 


ucky to have gained seats in face of 


and reform in Sicily; but their gains 


ay 4 3 
_ have been at the expense partly of the neo- 


_ Fascist M.S.I., and partly of the small parties of 
the Right and Right-Centre. 


Arter a year of Governor’s rule, Parliamentary 
Government has been restored in East Pakistan. 
The United Front Party, which swept the Muslim 
League almost out of existence, has formed a new 
Cabinet, headed by a nominee of Fazlul Huq. 
Mr. Huq himself, who was Premier in the earlier 
United Front Ministry, is likely to continue his 
pressure on the Central Government. The next 
step, which will show whether or not Pakistan 
has at last succeeded in finding a stable Govern- 
ment, is the first meeting of the Constituent 
Assembly, now anticipated: within the next few 
weeks. 


Bonn 


The Moscow Invitation 


A Correspondent in Bonn cables: Moscow’s 
invitation.to Adenauer has had a real bombshell 
effect in both parts of Germany. Although every- 
body had been speculating that something like 
this might happen sometime, nobody expected it 
quite in this manner, or quite so soon. In both 
parts of Germany, the official reaction is not the 
real one. In West Germany, the official reaction 
is humming and hawing; the real one, wild 
excitement. In East Germany, the official re- 
action is loyal applause; the real one, deep 
uneasiness. 

On the surface, Moscow seems to offer nothing 
more than a normalisation of the status quo: 
Adenauer’s visit is to produce the same “good 
and normal relations” with Western Germany 
which the Soviet Union already has with East 
Germany. But the overtones of the invitation are 
very different. By implication, Moscow seems to 
address the Federal Republic, even now, as if it 
were the whole of Germany. There are all the 
arguments which used to accompany past Rug .an- 
German ententes. Especially the argument that 
whenever in the past “our peoples” were in 
agreement they fared well, while when they went 
“to war with each other, they suffered far more 
than “all other countries which were) drawn 
together by war.” Underneath the harmless offer 
of normalisation of Soviet diplomatic and com- 
mercial relations with both German States, there 
seems to lie, only lightly veiled, the offer of 
reunification on West German terms, at the price 
of a new Rapallo. 

It is this which accounts for the real, as apart 
from the official, reaction in the two Germanys. 
The East Germans cannot but feel that they may 
be sacrificed to a new understanding, on a basis of 
strict national interests, between the Soviet Union 
and a capitalist re-united Germany. The West 
Germans see reunification on their own terms 
almost within their grasp—at the cost of the 
Western Alliance and, if they are not very careful, 
of Western goodwill. Many of them would 
probably be ready to pay that price, and the Soviet 
Union knows it. The complicating factor is Dr. 
Adenauer. 

The first semi-official reaction from his en- 


_ tourage stresses three points: nothing will be 


done in a hurry; nothing will be done without 
consulting the Western Alliance beforehand; and 
‘Dr. Adenauer has always been in favour of diplo- 
matic relations with Moscow. This is temporis- 
ing. The -thing to note is that not even Dr. 
Adenauer is for a moment suggesting that the 


¢ Christian Democrats may count . Soviet invitation should be declined. This would 


be the one thing impossible to do for anybody in 
Western Germany. 
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Paris 
Miscarriage at Messina 


Our Paris Correspondent writes: In an age of 
“Neutral Zones,” there is less and less place for 
“Little Europe.” Last week’s Messina Con- 
ference, which united the six Foreign Ministers 
of the Schuman Plan countries, was planned to 
celebrate its re-birth; in fact, it ended in a 
disastrous miscarriage. To begin with, the mid- 
Wives arrived in a quarrelsome mood. M. Pinay 
had antagonised Professor Hallstein by withdraw- 
ing, at the last moment, his support for M. Mon- 
net’s reappointment as chairman of the coal-steel 
pool, and allowing M. René Mayer to win the 
day. He had also annoyed M. Spaak by failing 
to secure the nomination of M. Hervé Alphand 
as M. Francois-Poncet’s successor at Bonn (M. 
Alphand, on M. Faure’s insistence, was uncere- 
moniously bundled off to New York as France’s 
U.N. representative). All were furious with M. 
Martino for obliging them to travel all the way 
to Sicily (because of his election engagements) 
and for their accommodation arrangements, 
which obliged them to make two 50-mile car 
journeys every day.. Apart from these preliminary 
difficulties, the Conference took place in the con- 
spiratorial atmosphere which seems inseparable 
from meetings of “European” leaders: abrupt, 
unexplained recesses, mysterious long-distance 
telephone calls and deliberately ambiguous com- 
muniqués. At one point, the Ministers even 
cleared their private secretaries out of the room 
in order to conduct their discussions in greater 
freedom, though this did not, of course, prevent 
the usual inspired “leaks.” 

What emerged from all this? Remarkably 
little. The purpose of the Conference was the 
much-discussed rélance européen, designed to 
compensate for the “temporary check” of E.D.C. 
The agenda was a Benelux note proposing the 
extension of the common market to cover energy 
(gas, electricity, atomic power) and communi- 
cations (canals, autoroutes, electrical and air 
transport), and its authors apparently hoped that 
some sort of preliminary protocol would be 
signed at the Conference. An Italian note, de- 
livered during the Conference, gave this some 
support; but it soon became clear that Germany 
and France were determined to restrain Benelux 
enthusiasm. M. Pinay’s reluctance surprised 
nobody, since he was known to be tied down by 
Cabinet instructions; but Professor Hallstein 
made it clear that he was not interested in any 
projects which conflicted with his Government’s 
view of what a “liberal national economy ” should 
be, and secondly that Germany would support 
further steps towards a supra-national community 
only when, and if, prior and definitive French 
agreement had been secured. 

French observers interpreted this as a sign that 
the sovereign, rearmed Germany of 1955. has 
already largely discarded the “ European ” 
idealism which its humbler predecessor found it 
so profitable to adopt, and his words encouraged 
the belief that the defeat of E.D.C. and the pass- 
ing of the Paris Agreements will eventually prove 
fatal to “ Little Europe.” In these circumstances, 
the best the Conference could do was to hand 
over the Benelux proposals to a committee, instruct 
it to report back in October, express a hope. that 
Britain would take part in its deliberations, dis-' 
agree as to who was to be its chairman and fill 
out the rest of the communiqué with a list of 
pious, but vague, objectives. Meanwhile, in 
Paris, M. Guy Mollet, another “ European,” pro- 
duced an appropriate echo to this Utopian note 
by calling for the establishment of Esperanto as 
a World Language. 
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New York 
The Salk Vaccine 


-Our New York correspondent writes: The 
Administration’s handling of the Salk anti-polio 
vaccine has, until recently, seemed immune from 
Democratic attack. One does not play politics 
with life-and-death matters affecting children, 
the argument ran. Because the purely technical 
problems of the efficacy of the vaccine itself and 
of the standards to ‘be applied to its production 
had not been finally settled, it was difficult to 
criticise administrative policy as such without 
confusing the public mind as to the medical value 
of the serum. But it has now become clear that, 
whatever the technical problems—and Dr. Geb- 
hardt of Utah University has now announced the 
discovery of live virus in samples of the product 
of one laboratory—the Government’s plans for 
distribution have been woefully inadequate. 

Last week, Adlai Stevenson became the first 
public figure of note openly to criticise the 
Administration on this score. After paying tri- 
bute to Dr. Salk, Mr. Stevenson went on to say 
that “if anything were predictable in our uncer- 
tain world, it was the immense and imperative 
demand for anything which promised to check 
the dread scourge of polio.” ‘This was an allusion 
to testimony before a Senate committee by Oveta 
Culp Hobby, Secretary of Health, Education and 
Welfare in the Eisenhower Cabinet. She had said 
no: one could have foreseen the public demand 
for Salk vaccine before its success was announced. 
Although this rather bizarre thesis had failed to 
impress anybody in Washington at the time, the 
lady from Texas was spared public rebuttal until 
Stevenson’s speech. Her resignation is expected 
at any minute, but of course she alone is not to 
blame. Administration dogma has been firmly 
opposed to Federal control over the production 
and distribution of the vaccine. 

With Stevenson’s speech as encouragement, 
Senate Democrats are now opening another 
round in the fight with the Adminstration over 
distribution of the vaccine. Seven Senators, led 
by Lister Hill of Alabama, have introduced a 
Bill which would provide stand-by controls for 
the President. He has said he does not want 
them. The Administration would prefer to rely 
on a voluntary programme. The Democratic 
Bill would provide free vaccine for all children. 
The Administration proposes to give the vaccine 
free only to needy children. The Bill sets no 
limit on the cost of the programme, although it 
is estimated at upwards of $500 million. Eisen- 
hower has requested only $28 million. The 
Democrats have the public behind them, and are 
likely to get their way. It would represent a 
major political defeat for the Administration. 

Meanwhile, the inoculation of all first- and 
second-year schoolchildren continues. Because 
of the doubts cast on the programme, some 
parents have withdrawn permission for their 
children to get the shots. But some 70 per cent. 
of all children in this age group will have been 
inoculated by the end of the school term. This 
is the most vulnerable group, given top priority 
by the National Foundation for Infantile Paraly- 
sis. Most other children have not been treated 
yet. Medical experts are thus not concerned that 
poliomyelitis cases are running at a higher rate 
this year than normally. More publicity is 
being given to the fact that 116 persons have 
been afflicted with the disease after having been 
vaccinated. But the Public Health Service points 
out that there has not yet been time for anybody 
to have received the follow-up dose, prescribed 
for seven to ten months after the initial _vaccina- 
tion; so nobody as yet is fully protected. 


Sir ‘Anthony's 


Tue Prime Minister’ s iroddtat on the oe 


strike last Sunday evening was a strikingly inept 
performance. It shows that, as far as Sir 
Anthony is concerned, the Government has no 
plan for settling the strike, beyond sitting tight 


and waiting for the footplate men to surrender. - 
-It appeared, indeed, to be an expression of 


the Premier’s personal—and on this domestic 
issue—ill-informed view and it is certainly prov- 
ing an embarrassment to the Ministry of Labour. 
The broadcast did far less than justice to the 
substance of the A.S.L.E.F. grievance. Despite 
the jurisdictional complications of railway trade 
unionism, the issue in dispute remains one of 
wages and lies between A.S.L.E.F. and the 
British Transport Commission. But more 
serious than the bias and the lack of leadership 
in Sir Anthony’s speech was the implied sugges- 


tion which lay behind it that there is something - 


generally discreditable to the worker about the 
very act of striking. How is this so in a free 
enterprise society? In the sort of economy 
which Sir Anthony and Mr. Butler advocate, the 
employer is free to make his profits and invest 
them as he will—often, be it said, against the 
public interest. Surely, then, the worker must 
be equally free to sell his labour at its market 


' price, and to bargain as shrewdly and toughly as 


he can to establish that price. 


The Prime Minister went out of his way to 


endorse the proposition, already put forward 
more than once by Sir Brian Robertson, that 
the Transport Commission should not be called 
upon to negotiate with men on strike. But we 
can see no justification at all for any such pro- 
position, During the war and in the early post- 
war years, the tradition grew up that negotia- 
tions over a strike could not take place until 
work had been resumed. But there was a par- 
ticular reason for that at the time. Under 
Defence Regulations, strikes were normally 
illegal and thus almost always unofficial. So 
there was at least some logic in denying negotia- 
tions to men who were on strike in breach of 
the law and against the advice of their elected 
leaders. Moreover, in an economy planned to 


‘secure fair shares, most workers were, on the 


whole, prepared to accept the good sense and 
rough justice of this limitation on their freedom. 

Today’s situation is totally different. Defence 
Regulations are repealed. Strikes, with very 
few special exceptions, are legal and the 
economy is uncontrolled. The footplate strike 
has been an official one, called with perfect 
constitutional propriety after due notice and 
after the failure of more peaceful methods of 
negotiation. Why on earth should the men be 
instructed by the-Prime Minister that they must 
surrender to the employers before they have 
used their full strength to win their case within 
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~ it provided that the N.U.R. should also bea E 


than facilitate a settlement which mig 


Be Less aes 
the iaw? If eae a doen were to | 
generally accepted in the case of lawful, 
strikes, it would imply the end of traditi 
methods of industrial bargaining; for endu 
bargains cannot be struck if one of the 
parties to an industrial dispute—and one onl 
is forced to lay down its arms before sitting do 
to truce talks. In a planned economy, a wa 
plan has its place; but-free enterprise must ¥ 
rapidly degenerate into industrial tyranny i 
does not include freedom for the unions. 

The full seriousness of Sir Anthony’s blun 
only became apparent early this week when 
T.U.C., with considerable statesmanship, — 
forward its Five-Point plan for settling 
strike. Naturally in such a complex situatio 
the plan contained a number of ambiguities 
uncertainties which could only be resolved 
negotiation. But its outstanding merit was t 
within twenty-four hours, it had been accep 
by A.S.L.E.F. and at least not rejected by 
N.U.R. Moreover, its provisions covered 
main issues of the dispute. It stipulated i in 
union discussions on the whole question of 1 
way. differentials: it offered the chance of 
immediate interim settlement between — 
Transport Commission and A.S.L.E.F., w 
would permit an early resumption of work: 


to such an interim arrangement—thus mee 
Sir Brian Robertson’s reasonable point that 
could not make a concession to A.S.L.E.F. 
out knowing the cost of consequential con 
sions he might have to make to the N.U.R 

But the plan contained a further provi 
and one to which both the T-U.C. and the 
plate men attached the~greatest im 
negotiations for the interim settlemen 
be undertaken immediately—before 
returned:to work. As we go to press, 
Robertson’s 5-hour talk with Mr. Baty 
that the Government may accept this 
of an all-round settlement. It is already 
that the Transport Commission is not r 
move without the full backing of the 
ment. But the Government is to som 
trapped by the Prime Minister’s ind 
If it turns down the T.U.C. plan, it has 
to put in its place and it must face 
that it is prepared to prolong the s 


the strikers. If it accepts the plan, it 
how to find a way round the obstacle 
Anthony has so unnecessarily crea 
earnestly hope that his Cabinet colle 
now advised Sir Anthony that the on 
of his dilemma is to retreat. The conse 
of prolonging the present strike a day lo: 
is necessary would be incalculabl 
the whole country... ‘Moreover, 
between the T.U.C. and the ¢ 
such a point as ‘this—and after 
gone so far to prepare the way fe 
—could not fail to au j 


industrial assets, is f 
‘e ee) cae 
-; by ¥ 1. 


TMINSTER 


ND what did you do in the Revolution, 
ndpa?” asked little Gilles. And the Vicomte 
plied, “I survived.” Clustering in the ‘corridors 
‘Labour. survivors, a trifle ancien régime de- 
te their weather-beaten faces, were shaking 
h other’s hands in wistful self-congratulation. 
here were the majorities of yesteryear? Where 
lick, Wyatt and Nally? If the questions were 
ed, no one waited for the answers. We're all 
t, Jack, the faces said, and turned themselves 
the future.. 

ior many, Dalton’s declaration against the 
ontocracy seemed the most important develop- 
t in the Parliamentary Labour Party ~since 
5. Naturally enough, the elders were less en- 
Siastic about it than the youngers. “ Surely,” 
y said, “we bring to the Shadow Cabinet the 
dom and the experience of veterans. Why 
re us?” 

ome of the Party’s older men were, indeed, 
e sympathetic to Dalton’s personal renuncia- 
i of office than to the manner in which he had 
dlved them all. Here was their dilemma. If 
i followed Dalton’s example, they would be 
img against their own better judgment, since 
7 had so much to offer the Party. On the 
fr hand, if they followed their own self- 
ssment and stood for the Shadow Cabinet, 
t would be candidates deprived by Dalton’s 
iety of the deference towards old age which is 
characteristic of the Labour Movement. 
hen in the past the striplings of the Parlia- 
itary Party abused the gréeybeards, some Elisha 
the Front Bench would always be ready to 
Hl two she-bears to chew them up. But this 
different. The hopeful young men of the 


“worked out the same. 


&... but... it is a living body they are about to examine.””—ANEURIN BEVAN 


‘Eminent Victorians 


1945 Parliament were now frustrated middle-aged 
men who had been waiting too long for the “log- 
jam of the ancients” to break. The blast of 
irreverence released by the liveliest of the elder 
statesmen, expressed their own thought; and they 
showed it so manifestly that, by the end of the 
day, at least two revered front-benchers were 


“rumoured to be thinking seriously of not offering 


themselves for re-election to the Shadow Cabinet 
unless pressed very hard. If Dalton felt too old 
for the 1960 Election, what should one say of the 
others? said the brash young man. 

Of all the others, that is to say, except, of course, 
Clem Attlee—for there is no single person in the 
Party today who still commands so much justified 
faith and trust as Attlee. | Eeny-meeny-miney- 
mo, the new M.P.s muttered—Attlee, Morrison, 
Bevan, Gaitskell and-er-Griffiths. But it always 
When the form was 
examined, the Parliamentary Labour Party, 
chastened and autoprotective, was in no mood to 
put its money on anything—not for the present 
at least—except the old colours. Between now 
and the end of the. session—especially if it is now 
to last for fourteen-months. instead of a bare six 
weeks—new reputations may emerge through the 
Shadow Cabinet, on the Front Bench and among 
the interesting arrivals.on the Back Benches. 
While the pattern of the Party is establishing itself 
it is Attlee above all who will give it coherence 
and enable it to face in full vigour the exultant 
Tories. 

Looking at them during Mr. W. S. Morrison’s 
speech on his nomination as Speaker (and what a 
model of grace it was!) the Leader of the Labour 
Party must have thought there were an awful lot 
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of Tories in front of him. For the first time since 
1945, they spilled into the gangways, while on the 
Labour benches there were gaps. But above all, 
these Tories were young. First eleven, second 
eleven, third eleven, reserves, Ramblers, I Zingari 
—they stretched into a dim prospect of Conserva- 
tive Front Benches in the years to come. It is 
almost certain that Clem Attlee, whose devotion 
to the Labour Party is absolute, must share in 
the general concern that the heirs of his Party 
should have some training in responsibility now, 
without having to wait till death plucks a path 
for their inexperience. 

On Tuesday there were thoughtful expressions 
and funereal euphemisms among the. returning 
Labour Members. | They spoke of the set-back, 
and they meant the, defeat. They spoke of 
Labour’s apathy; and’they meant Labour’s bore- 
dom; they spoke of the Tory: organisation—and 
well, they could say it again! Nobody doubted 
that in many constituencies the rusty Labour 
tricycle couldn’t keep up with the Tory racer. 

For all-that, there was a strong, bright shaft of 
sunlight that threw an aura on two or three heads. 
Among. the shrunken majorities, the marginals 
marched proudly in their haloes. Reading and 
Rugby had shown that modern minds and tech- 
niques, supplemented by the Labour enthusiasm, 
can beat the Tories at their own game. — Very 
suitably, Mikardo, Johnson, Dye and W. T. 
Williams, Labour’s champion marginals, received 
the sort of respect offered to fighter-pilots. They’d 
gone “dicing” ‘with exiguous majorities, and had 
got away with it. You almost expected to see 
their top waistcoat buttons undone. You almost 
expected Dalton to issue an emergency decree for- 
bidding anyone under fifty from holding office. 


MavurRICE EDELMAN 


London Diary 


Tue engine drivers’ strike has made it easier, 
except at rush hour, to get about inside London. 
Indeed, for the first time it looks as though the 
problem of London traffic is not insoluble. At 
the cost of having a very large number of police 
on duty to take a savage line with motorists who 
try to park in streets not marked with a P, 
London has been kept comparatively fluid. 
Gradually, those who needn’t go into the centre 
of London are persuaded to by-pass it; those 
who can, to leave their cars in an outer ring, 
and others to find a garage or to search miserably 
for a vacant hole to back into. It will be very 
difficult, when the feeling of emergency is over, 
to maintain these good habits. But we shall be 
fools if we do not. 


* * * 


By way of contrast, some motorists may re- 
member the chaos they arranged for themselves 
during the General Strike in 1926, If your office 
was in a small square with only one entrance 
for vehicles (as a good many were before the 
blitz), you would find that to be the first to 
park your car in the morning was inevitably to 
be the last to get out at night. This meant, 
sometimes, that the owner of the first one in, 
after a furious wait of an hour or so at the end 
of the day, would give it up and go home by 
other means (by “lorribus,” for example—you 
remember the lorries with improvised “knife- 
board” -enches?). But it also led to one spec- 
tacle that immortalised, for the few privileged 
to see it, the arrival of the baby car of the 
Twenties. Tight against the row of guard-posts 
that permanently closed one entrance to a square 
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to all but pedestrian traffic, a seven-horse midget Tory. If he haa been en the F arr ‘ I can find the r 
parked by a young woman doctor was hemmed Office, there would not © have been al Bevanite | at no more cc onvincir 

suddenly ee m ing yt him than t 


in by a sea of big cars. Four huge policemen\. 


seized a wheel each, lifted the car bodily over. 


the posts, and allowed the astonished lady to 
drive off down a footway that for centuries had 
been out of bounds even to a man on horseback. 


* * * 


The affair of Herr Schliiter seems to me a 
perfect example of the working of power politics 
in Western Germany. In order to obtain the 
two-thirds majority necessary for legislation 
required to create a German Army, Dr. Adenauer 
needs the vote of the representatives of Lower 
Saxony in the Upper Chamber at Bonn. When 
the Adenauer coalition ousted the Socialists from 
the Land Government a few weeks ago, the Free 
Democrats, the smallest but indispensable group 
in that coalition, were in a position to name their 
price. It included the appointment, as Minister 
of Education, of Herr Schliiter, a member of the 
Free Democrats’ extremely reactionary Right 
wing. Schliiter himself is politically a dubious 
character. Half a Jew by birth, he made his 
peace with the Nazis; and, after the war, was 
mistakenly appointed by the British as head of 
the criminal police in Gottingen. After he had 
been dismissed, he helped to form the extreme 
nationalist Deutsche Reichspartei and became a 
leading publisher for Nazi authors. He joined 
the Free Democrats in 1952. His appointment 
to the Ministry of Education was too much for 
the academics of Géttingen; and the Rector of 
the University, along with the whole of his 
Senate, resigned in protest. 

* x * 

Up to a point, I am glad to see, the protest has 
teen effective. The Rector and his colleagues 
have secured wide support from all liberal 
quarters in Germany; and an inquiry into the 
antecedents of Herr Schliiter, which they 
demanded, has been set on foot by Dr. Dehler, 
the leader of the Free Democrats. The row has 
deepened the split between the liberal “and 
reactionary wings of the Party; but I am not sure 
whether the inquiry will yield very satisfactory 
results. The “investigators” who have been 
appointed by Herr Dehler—Herr Middelhauve 
from the Ruhr and Herr Nowak from the Rhine- 
land—are both carefully chosen; they are most 
unlikely to sympathise with the protest and they 
can be trusted to pour on the case all the white- 
wash they can. 

* * * 


A shrewd Tory remarked to me the other day 
that he dated many Labour troubles from 
Herbert Morrison’s mistake in getting himself 
appointed Foreign Secretary in 1951. Surely, 
he must have known that he was quite unsuit- 
able? I agreed, pointing out that the usual 
reason given for this act of folly was that the 
holder of the Foreign Office is thought to be the 


next in succession for the leadership of the Party... 


The dialogue continued like this: 

Tory. Ironically enough, Morrison’s suc- 
cession would be far more secure today if he 
had not made a fool of himself at the Foreign 
Office. Attlee should have appointed Nye Bevan; 
he would have been a good Foreign Secretary.- 
It is to his credit,.in my view, that he cannot 
get on with the Communists. 

K. M. He certainly finds it more difficult than 
Tories do. As a real Social Democrat, he feels 
compelled to show the Communists that they are 
not the only people capable of theorising about 
politics. Whenever they meet, he treats them 
to a lecture on free speech and democratic 
behaviour. 
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“group or a split in the Labour Party, and, in 
that case, Labour eras have probably won the 


last election. 

K. M. So by Rts greed in 1951 Morrison 
impaired his own chances of leadership, destroyed 
Nye Bevan’s political career, and dealt a body 
blow to the Party itself? 

Tory. ‘That’s about the size of it. 


* ok * 


On Sunday, the diplomatic correspondent of 
the Observer wrote that “in all the wide report- 
ing” in Eastern Europe of Krushchev’s speech at 
Belgrade airport, “his placing of the blame for 
the split with Yugoslavia on Beria and Abakumoy 
has been omitted.” Could this possibly be true? 
After all, Pravda printed the speech in full, and 
nothing is easier to obtain in Prague or Bucharest 
than the latest edition of Pravda. And the speech 
itself was broadcast. To make sure, I made 
inquiries. I learn’that the speech was generally 
reported verbatim, and I have personally checked 
that the reference to Beria was not omitted or 
altered in the Communist press. The Observer 
correspondent can himself turn, for example, to 
the Bulgarian Communist..paper, Rabotnececko 
Delo, No. 147, of Friday, May 27, which printed 
the speech and gave Belgrade Radio as its source. 
On the same day, the party newspaper in Buda- 
pest, Szabad Nep, No. 145, published the whole 
statement on page three. I am at a loss to imagine 
on what the Observer conespcroa based his 
sweeping statement. 


x AS x: 


I am ashamed to say that I have not yet been 
to Canonbury Tower since. it became a theatre. 
I have, of course, been “ meaning to go” for a long 
time. Consequently, I missed seeing, among 
other good things, a dramatised version of Dr. 
Bronowski’s The Face of Violence when it was 
performed there by the Tavistock Repertory Com- 
pany a couple of months ago. Bronowski’s play 
was originally broadcast, and published as a book 
by the Turnstile Press. The Canonbury per- 
formance was reviewed by Montagu Slater in this 
journal, and I have no doubt that his enthusiasm 
was responsible for some of the many requests that 
have prompted repeat performances at the Canon- 
bury Tower, on June 17th, 18th and 19th. Having 
said this little bit to boost the theatre (and, inci- 
dentally, this journal), I should add that my chief 
reason for going is that I was deeply interested in 
The Face of Violence when I read it, and that it 
left me with the feeling that there was much more 
in it than I had immediately grasped. 


* * * 


A very odd thing. I woke up during Sunday 
night, Freud knows why, with the face. of a 
small boy in my mind. His hair was tow- 
coloured and his face was pink. I remembered 
it as vividly as if I had seen it yesterday, instead 
of nearly half a century ago. The only remark- 
able thing -about it was that it was bathed in 
tears. The small boy was being exhorted to be 
a man, and to remember how unsuitable his 
tears were in view of the character and career 
of his ‘father who, I distinctly recall, was~ said 
to be an Admiral of the Fleet, and therefore a 
person of outstanding courage. I can date this 
incident, about which I can remember nothing 
more than I have just said, with accuracy, be- 
cause we were both in the preparatory school 
of the Hereford Cathedral School, when I was 
nine. The boy’s name I knew beyond doubt 
when I woke up was Symonds-Tayler (we called 
each other by surnames in those far-off manly 


_appears to be entirely inconsequent, unles: 


- been, I think, a teacher named Miss D 


In the end (though here my memory wave 


reminded me of Malcolm. Mug! 
I had seen the day before. 
no resemblance—except a sort of pink hair 
ness about both of them. But now I com 
the oddest part of my pointless story. I wr 
this down as I have just written it, direc! 
woke up. I have since looked up S 
Tayler in Who’s Who, and discover that the 
with whom I was at school nearly fifty year! : 
is himself now a distinguished Admiral, whil 
father is mentioned as having been a Lieute 
Colonel. ; 
x * * & 

This incident illustrates the peculiar diffi . 
of writing an autobiography. My em. 


course, the confusion about the Admiral 
regarded as an example of Dunne’s theory 
time. One trivial association leads to anoth 
equally trivial. The crying, pink boy who, 
all, made good as an Admiral, was exhorte 

be brave by someone feminine; it must hv 


about whom I can remember very much moe 
most of it, I should say, of no public interest at 
For instance, I spent twopence, which was f 
a_very large sum of money, on buying h 
Christmas card. With infinite pains, in 
neatest copper plate, I wrote the words_ 
Dear Dance,” only to realise, horribly, that I} 
omitted the word “Miss.” This was $§ 
tragedy. I could not scratch out the words; 
were in ink. I had spent my only twoper 


sent the card like this: 
Miss 

“To dear/Dance.” And a lot of interest 

would be to my beloved public, wouldn’t 


ie 


This England 


Prizes are awarded of £1 for the first 
5/- for each of the others printed, 


Paste entries on a POSTCARD, 


Princess Anne is reported to be alarmi ngl 
afraid of horses. She has been seen to wand 
nervelessly to very large horses who are not 
of her royal status.—Daily Express. (PL 


“Girls on holiday would be protected fron 
attentions of young men with bad intenti 
they followed the example of my daughter, 

She always wears on her dress or co 
emblem of the church organization to wh i 
heloags. —Letter in Daily Herald. (G. Na 


Instead of striking could not the mei at 


“on strike but in national interest r 
work ”?—Letter in The Times. (P. G 


Members of the Civil Defence at 
been given a free run of a brickworks | 
cise on June 20. 

A hydrogen bomb will be assumed 4 to | 
dropped on Eastbourne, about 20 
= Refugees » will be taken to a rest ce 
given a cup of tea -—Buening. Standar et 


name of The Lord Jem: nnd a3 
Comrade Jesus. 
_ And wouldn’t He hive ‘icenal 
irrigation schemes of oe 
in Daily Lb 2 


eg ~2 


Nation, June 11, 1955 


___ Resourcefulness 


é a Originality must always lie in an 
: ‘ ability to blossom forth. If you look at the 
E Crompton Parkinson organisation you 
will find that we have done exactly that thing. 
: From the small bud that was Colonel 
Crompton’s original Company 75 years ago have 


sprung today twelve outstanding petals— 


PARKINSON.,LTD., CROMPTON 


mpton Parkinson 


| ELECTRIC MOTORS OF ALL KINDS. 
Nas "2. ALTERNATORS AND GENERATORS. 
"3 SWITCHGEAR. 4 B.E.T. TRANSFORMERS. 5 CABLES. 


HOUSE, ALDWYCH, LONDON, W.C.2. pl see 


Gi 
in bloom... 


each a department that is representative of the important things in 
electrical equipment and installation. Like all blooms, the Crompton 
‘bloom will vary in form with the years, but it will continue to win 
the top prizes in the electricity show. It is an essential 
part in the world’s industrial garden. It is something 
that should be button-holed whenever you are considering 


how to use electrical power to its best advantage. 


When it comes to electrical equipment... 


you've got to hand it to (ro 


tiIM«mTED 


ELECTRICAL EQUIPMENT 


6 INSTRUMENTS. 7 LAMPS. 
8 LIGHTING EQUIPMENT. 9 BATTERIES. 
10 STUD WELDING EQUIPMENT. I! TRACTION EQUIPMENT. 12 CEILING FANS. 


CHANCERY 3339 
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Go To It 


When the engine drivers’ union is a-striking, 

is a-striking 
When transport chiefs and workers can’t agree, 
When the strike-bound population is hitch-hiking, 

is hitch-hiking 

And the Crown proclaims a State Emergency; 
When British Railways, now described as National, 

as National, 
In present circumstances can’t be run— 


Though the situation must appear irrational, 
irrational, 


There’s absolutely nothing to be done. 


x * * 


The Railway Staff Tribunal and Commission, 
and Commission 
Rewarded at a differential rate, 
Have made a lamentable exhibition, 
exhibition, 
Of ways to stop the railways of the State. 
The strike is on, and leaders cannot break it, 
cannot break it, 
The Premier tells his trouble to the mike; 
But Britain shows, as ever, she can take it, 
she can take it, 


For everyone respects the right to strike. 


* * * 


The general breakdown people view with lenience, 
view with lenience, 


As in the stations patiently they queue, 
-ly they queue, 


Though never so much public inconvenience, 
inconvenience, 
Was suffered by so many through so few. 


Though necessary journeys are obstructed, 
are obstructed, 


While T.U.C, and Whitehall strive for power, 

strive for power, 
The British public is so well conducted, 

well conducted, 


That this is Britain’s second finest hour. 


SAGITTARIUS 


Mr. Lippmann 
Loses Faith 


How fashions change! Ten years ago Left-wing 
convictions were still modish among “ well-in- 
formed public opinion ”—by which, of course, I 
mean the readers of The Times, the Guardian 
and the weeklies. Now the right thing is, not to 
be a Conservative (that would be too positive an 
attitude) but to show a studied indifference to 
party politics, and to express quizzical doubts 
about the Socialist belief that human society can 
be improved by political action. Apparently we 
are at the beginning of an intellectual reaction 
against democratic evolution not dissimilar from 
that led by Matthew Arnold in the 1850s. 

That this reaction is not confined to Britain or 
Western Europe is shown by Walter Lippmann’s 
latest book.* For years Mr. Lippmann has been 
throwing the pearls of his expertise before the 
swine of a vast syndicated readership. Quite 
suddenly his patience has snapped. In The Public 
Philosophy he tells us that the decline of the West 
—which he dates from the first world war—has 
been due to the poisonous influence of a mass 
electorate on foreign policy. He derives this cor- 
ruption of Western freedom from the Jacobite 
heresy which taught men to seek the kingdom of 
heaven on earth and to assume that voters can be 
relied on to represent the people; and he con- 


*The Public Philosophy. By WALTER Lip- 
MANN. Hamish Hamilton. 12s. 6d. 


heaes nae the cannes which is 


can only be averted if the Executive can first re- 


gain its mastery over the legislature, and then — 


re-educate the despotic masses into a submissive 
acceptance of Natural Law. 

Lest anyone should think that I am exaggerat- 
ing the violence of his revulsion, let me quote one 
of Mr. Lippmann’s more temperate passages : 

The record shows that the peoples of democra- 
cies, having become sovereign in this century, have 
made it increasingly difficult for their governments 
to prepare properly for war, or to make peace. 

Their responsible officials have been like the 

ministers of an opinionated and wilful despot. ... 

Between the critical junctures . . . they have often 

been able to circumvent extremist popular opinions 

and to weedle their way towards moderation and 
good sense. In the crises, however—over and 
above their own human propensities to err—they 
have been compelled to make the big mistakes 

that public opinion has insisted on... . 

There is no mystery as to why there is such 

a tendency for popular opinion to be wrong in 

judging war and peace. Strategic and diplomatic 

decisions call for a kind of knowledge—not to 
speak of experience, and a seasoned judgment— 
which cannot be had by glancing at newspapers, 
listening to snatches of radio comment, watching 

politicians perform on television, and reading a 

few books. It would not be enough to make a 

man competent to decide whether to amputate 

a leg, and it is not enough to qualify him to choose 

war or peace, 

Consciously or unconsciously, Mr. Lippmann 
has lifted this passage almost verbatim from The 
Republic. Plato was the first to describe demo- 
cracy as a despot. Ruling is an art, he taught, 
which requires not merely specialised knowledge, 
but the special education of a ruling elite in 
Divine Philosophy; and he concluded that, until 
the philosophers become kings, or the kings 
philosophers, all the good man can do is to take 
refuge from the storm, and tend his own soul. 

Are there sufficient grounds for Mr. Lipp- 
mann’s dramatic espousal of Platonic pessimism? 
In describing the decline of the Western demo- 
cracies, he entirely overlooks the enlargement of 
human freedom, and the improvement in the 
standards of social conduct which they have to 
their credit. Does he regard the New Deal and 
the Welfare State merely as bread and circuses 
with which corrupt politicians win the votes 
of the mass electorate? But let us overlook 
this omission, and concentrate with Mr. Lipp- 
mann on the sphere of international relations. Let 
us assume, with him, that the foreign policies of 
our governments have been disastrously wrong. 
Is this due, as he asserts, to the extension of the 
franchise, and to the claim of the electorate to 
have the last word in foreign policy. Is it a fact, 
for instance (to take three of his own examples), 
that the Versailles Treaty, Munich, and uncondi- 
tional surrender, were forced upon the politicians 
by the masses in defiance of the wisdom of an 
educated elite? 

Mr. Lippmann provides no evidence to support 
this view. Between the wars, I cannot recall an 
instance in which a British or American statesman 
tried to do the kind of thing we now think should 
have been done and was then repudiated by the 
electorate. In fact, it was the traditional political 
leadership, backed by a large section of the edu- 
cated elite which led us in the wrong direction. 
Is there any evidence, for instance, that the 
British people would have rejected Baldwin in 
the 1935 election or forced Chamberlain to resign 
in 1938, if either of them had shown the courage 
of Churchill? Was it the mass electorate which 
saddled us with unconditional surrender in 1942, 


‘or the Morganthau Plan, and the dreadful non- 


fraternisation order in 1944? Was it the American 
people which refused to negotiate surrender with 
the Mikardo, and preferred to drop the atomic 
bomb? 


‘to principle either to the bluster of the 


chance he has preferred a ‘adh 


gogue or to the half measures beloved b 
parliamentary tactician. Time after tim 
a leader has screwed himself up to disregard 
well-informed experts, forget electoral or p 
repercussions, and take an “unpopular ” deci 
which he knows to be right, he has been 
prised to find that the people are not bel 
him but in front of him, and waiting for hir 
catch them up. Mr. Attlee’s liberation of I 
was too extreme for the experts in White te 
but the British people were ready for it; and 
two most ‘ “unpopular ” decisions—to intro 
national service in peace-time, and to im 
bread rationing in order to prevent fa 
Bengal—lost him no votes among an electo 
which Mr. Lippmann accuses of always seel 
its creature comforts and saying “no” to cha 
of policy. Mr. Truman, a much braver le 
than Mr. Roosevelt, had the same experi 
The Marshall Plan, the Berlin air lift, and 
decision to* resist aggression in Korea, ¥ 
opposed either by experts or by a sectior 
educated opinion, or by both. Yet the A 
people, as soon as they were given the 
responded to his lead, just as they ar 
responding to Mr. Eisenhower’s belated c 
to crack down on his crackpot military 
Finally, it was not the French people who p 
down “Mr. France,” but that educated 
which Mr, Lippmann - finds so Saperiae 
masses. : 
At one point in its argument, 
Philosophy gets near to the truth. 


The e ft 


The powers which were ceded by the Exec 
passed through the assemblies which co 
exercise them to the mass of the voters who 

’ unable also to exercise them, passed the: 
the party bosses, the agents of pressur 
and the magnates of the new media of ma 
munication. 


_ Had he followed up this line of thoug 
Lippmann might have realised that the | 
of democracy are due not to the sove 
accorded to the electorate, but to the fru 
of that ‘sovereignty by power groups and 
greedy to retain their privileged stat 
whom does the weak politician surrend 
he funks an unpopular decision? No 

electorate, but to a press campaign, to a 
to a party caucus, to a financial backer, 
to experts in the Foreign Office, or the M 
of Defence. Mr. Lippmann concedes that 
democracy is far healthier than America 
praises it for “enfranchising the masses ir 
Government class, as distinguished fro 
franchising them from the overthrow a 
placement of the Government class.” 
fails to notice is that our success in cf 
responsible electorate is due, first to the 
of a written constitution pitting e 
against legislature, and secondly to t 
of an undivided sovereignty to the 
voters. In the United States, on the « 
the Constitution might have been | 
encourage surrenders to special inter 
disintegrate popular sovereignty into 
tered voices of selfish groups. And 
is made worse by the failure to achie 
suffrage. As Mr, Lippmann him: 
only 15 per cent. of the aco 
entitled to vote, and even 
to the disenfranchisement of. 

nee ae even one the © obs 
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FOCUSING ON NEXT YEAR’S AIRLINER, MR. ARNOLD? 


Mr. Arnold (busy news photographer) is himself a very tricky person to get in focus. 

No sooner here . . . he’s got to be somewhere else . . . and fast. Of course he always gets 
there — by air; and he invariably flies British. Which is where next year’s airliner 

comes in. For Mr. Arnold’s fares are helping to put yet another British world-beater on 
the stocks. Helping to pay the men who design and build her; and helping 

BEA to send air line technicians to advise on the operational aspects. Mr. Arnold 

was one of nearly 2 million people who flew BEA last year. That’s why British Civil 
Aviation is on top. And passengers who fly British this year — 
and next — are making sure we stay there. 


. .. to find a cigarette so smooth and satisfying. 
The pure white plastic fibres of the tip yield more 


flavour from the fine tobaccos. Try them—and prove 


that Grosvenor really do 


DOUBLE your smoking enjoyment : 


ww soxes of 2O for 3/7 and 
Fiat cartons of IO for 1/94 


Tf any difficulty is experienced in oblaining 
_ Grosvenor Tipped, please write to :— 


The House of State Express, 
210, Piccadilly, London, W.1. 
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‘way of everyone, Black or White, in getting on. 


the voters’ register) the figure is only 30 per cent. 
In brief, the corrupt features of American 
democracy are due not to the enlargement of the 


- electorate but to its limitation, not to the abuse 


of the clerks. 


8,000 metres (roughly 26,000 feet). 


of the voters’ sovereignty but to its frustration 
by vested political interests. 

My conclusion is that so far from being proved 
a failure, the participation of the electorate in 
the great decisions of State has scarcely begun; 
and whenever a British or American politician 
has had the courage to trust the people, he has 
not been disappointed. The disease of Western 
democracy is not the great despotism of the mass 


electorate, but the little despotisms of those who 


despise the voter, think they know better, and 
try to manage him. It is the press lord, the 
lobbyist, the party boss, and the bureaucrat, who 
are chiefly responsible for weak government, and 
cowardly decisions. All of them are necessary 
evils in the modern State, but their malign influ- 
ence will not be curbed by Mr. Lippmann’s 
declaration of disbelief. If enlightened public 
‘opinion, of which he has been such a shining 
example, ceases to believe in the efficacy of the 
democratic process, and becomes a lugubrious 
spectator of it, that indeed would be the treason 


R. H. S. CROSSMAN 


eee 2 


When the General 


Surrenders 


Just as, in the Alps, a prestige line marks off the 


peaks above 4,000 metres from all the others, 


so the aristocrats of the Himalaya are those over 
There are 
fourteen of them, ten in the Himalaya proper and 
four in the Karakoram, and until five years ago 
not one had been climbed. Serious attempts had 
started at the end of last century. In 1895, Mum- 
mery, the man who raised rock-climbing in the 
Alps to.a new level, reached a point about 20,000 
feet on Nanga Parbat—ninth of the fourteen. 
Since then there have been five more assaults on 
Nanga Parbat, eight on Everest, four on Kanchen- 
junga, five on K2.. Several times climbers passed 
the 8,000-metre mark on Everest and on K2, but 
no 8,000-metre top was reached till 1950, when a 
French expedition under Maurice Herzog climbed 
Annapurna in Nepal. Three years later Everest 
was climbed; a few weeks after that, Nanga 
Parbat; last year it was K2 and Cho Oyu; now we 
hear of the French victory on Makalu, and the 
British on Kanchenjunga—third in height, and 
thought to be technically the hardest of all. What 
is more—and this is new in the history of eight- 
thousanders—Charles Evans’s team has placed 
two parties on top of Kanchenjunga on two 
successive days, proving this to be no desperately- 
snatched success. 
Why, after all these years of effort, should all 
these eight-thousanders have gone in such a rush? 
{The sequence of success is certainly not due to 
any one superb performer, or any one team. 
The victories have been scored by French, 
British, German-Austrian, Austrian and Italian 
expeditions; a New Zealander and an Indian (or 
Nepalese—Tensing still wisely refuses to commit 
himself) have stood on top of Everest; and Swiss 
on Everest, Japanese on Manaslu, Americans on 
K2, Argentinians on Dhaulagiri, have all gone very 
high. It is more like those moments in sport 
when, after one person has reached a new level, 
suddenly the standard shoots up all round. Or, as 
Tensing has put it more picturesquely, “ when the 


Geaciel surrenders, all. lieutenants yield also.” — 
Bannister runs the four-minute mile i in. England; a_ Pu 


few weeks later it is Landy in Australia; and now 


a Hungarian and two more Britons are making 


it a commonplace. In mountaineering, there was 
a similar outburst in the eighteen-fifties and 
sixties, when peak after Alpine peak declared in- 
accessible was climbed; and again in the nineteen- 
thirties, when the terrible North Faces—Matter- 
horn, Grandes Jorasses, Eiger—were at last 
mastered. The knowledge that such feats can be 
done is an. enormous stimulus to doing them: 
bogys are laid (such as that there is an upper 
limit of endurance at 28,000 feet), confidence in- 
jected, a proper emulation kindled. There has, 
inevitably, been a good deal of national rivalry in 
all this Himalayan activity: but with the three 
highest peaks out of the way, climbers perhaps 
may now regard each other’s successes more in 
the spirit of friendly competition between indi- 
viduals than as struggles for national prestige. 

As well as the incalculable stimulus of previous 
triumphs there are plenty of more prosaic reasons 
for this outbreak of success. .One is the post-war 
opening of Nepal to foreigners, which has made 
accessible for the first time four of the eight- 
thousanders, and alternative approaches to two 
others which lie on its frontiers. It is from the 
Nepalese side that both Everest and Kanchen- 
junga have been finally climbed. A second reason 
is air-travel, which has made it possible for far 
more climbers to go to the Himalaya, and go more 
often, than the few who can afford the three to 
four months for the round trip by sea. Quite a 
lot of .young British, French and Swiss have 
scored the three or more consecutive seasons 
which used to be the prerogative of climbers 
living in India, have gained in acclimatisation, and 
become used to the Himalayan scale and the 
peculiar conditions of snow and ice. Charles 
Evans, leader of the Kanchenjunga party, has been 
out five times in the last six-years. With each 
expedition, more is known about the mountains; 
this year’s Kanchenjunga success follows on a 
reconnaissance last year, and both were made pos- 
sible financially by the success on Everest in 1953. 
Increasing activity has also, by giving Sherpas 
more practice, raised their standard, too. There 
are, as well, all the technical improvements, in 
which each expedition profits by its predecessor’s 
experience—in food, clothing, equipment and 
oxygen apparatus, not to speak of the new drugs 
which, if they were not responsible for Buhl’s 
extraordinary solo ascent of Nanga Parbat, cer- 
tainly got him down alive. 

In the Kanchenjunga triumph, we can also see 
one or two domestic reasons for success. Not 
only are there now more British climbers with 
Himalayan experience—of the team, Evans and 
Band were on Everest in 1953, and most of the 
others have been on expeditions—but there are 
more first-class climbers in Britain from whom a 
Himalayan team can be picked than when the 
first Everest expedition went out. More people 
are climbing today, and climbing has spread far 
beyond the professional classes among whom the 
sport was born.= The new climbers from the 
industrial towns of the North, who go off every 
week-end—Derbyshire gritstone, an hour’s bus 
ride from Manchester, if not North Wales in four 
hours on motor-bikes—have done a great deal to 
raise the standard beyond the point attained by 
the generation which only climbed on British 
hills on Christmas and Easter vacations. Nor is 
it just a training in climbing that these aces from 
Manchester and Glasgow acquire, but a training 
in toughness. They camp in all weathers in all 
places; they make light of enormous loads. (Two 
Creag Dhus, the club started by Glasgow un- 


mountains than sti just 


nearly hired ‘times. 
march). Superior elders often’ Re 
these home-bred tigers are only rock- 
not mountaineers; but when they go abro 
do not often seem at a loss. Last year Joe B 
a young Manchester builder’s mate, whose cli 
ing has in two years become a legend, made, 
only one bivouac, a fantastically hard route on 
West Face of the Dru at Chamonix—ger 
angle, 80°—which had cost his predecessors t] 
nights out. Joe Brown was picked for Kancl 
junga, no doubt on the grounds that anyone | 
can climb overhangs on the Dru with w 
streaming down the face, has what it takes fe 
eight-thousander. And now he and George B: 
who began his climbing with the Cambri 
mountaineering club, have reached the sun 
dome, followed the next day by Hardie the } 
Zealander and Streather, the officer of the Ch 
Scouts whose record is never to have cli 7 
on a peak under 24,000 feet. 

The same home training in toughness 
behind the three-woman Scottish expedi 
which has reappeared at Katmandu after a § 
cessful foray in the Jugul Himal, during wi 
they climbed to 22,000 feet. They had prep 
themselves by winter camps in the high corrie 
Glencoe and Ben Nevis, and summer expedit 
to the remote mountains of northern Nor 
Their success, reported the same day as Kand) 
junga, underlines a truth more often overlookec 
the general public than by climbers: that 
Himalaya are not just an arena for tit 
struggles, the hardest adventures, but a match 
setting for enjoyment and recreation, with a p 
for the competent small party as well as for 
highly organised conquerors of eight-thousan 

When all explaining is done, there is no explh; 
ing away the immense zest and enhancemer 
life that such acts can give, to a far wider ci 
than those who climb themselves. It : 
partly because—like running the four-mil 
mile, but not like flying through the sound-bar 
—it is a triumph won by the common hui 
machine. To know that a pair of legs, the pul 
ing machinery of heart and lungs, and the dri 
power of will—-an engine not different in } 
from those which take us daily to the 8. be 
our office stairs—can also carry a man to the 
top of the world, makes us all feel a little be 
Men don’t go off to Makalu or Kanchenjung: 
benefit humanity, but because they like climt 
mountains; but they often do benefit humanity 
spite of themselves by awakening a sense 0} 
potentialities, by releasing a flow of energy} 
—however personal and local its origin- 
bear fruit a long way off the mountains. 

Divinely beautiful, Kanchenjunga open 
glory to the plains: ten thousands have 3 
Five Sacred Treasuries of the Snows for ¢ 
who has looked on the grimmer face of 
screened by the other giants of Nepal. 
who only know its superb beauty, and 
know just what superb mountaineering \ 
for to achieve success, will be glad it 
climbed, and as glad that the top has no 
stood on. The last hard rock-step ma 
the climbers stopped short five ve 
off the top, out of proper respect for the 
feelings of the Sikkimese to whom these 
summits are the home of gods. But it is ¢ 
with significance beyond Sikkim: a ren 
there is more to mountains than the clir 
them, and far more to the climbi 


thousander off the list. 


he centuries go by, one has reluctantly to give 
raiding one’s neighbours. Besides, grass is the 
ious thing to grow in a district of heavy rain- 
li, round about eighty inches a year. Other 
ops may fail or be intolerably hard to win, but 
ee grows green and long and lush. Some 
a ple cut for silage, but good hay is as valuable 
t better, and we have usually managed to make 
dod hay, partly because we can count on a 
asonably large labour force in haytime. I look 
eculatively at my innocent visitors: even an 
{.P. can be made to do useful work! 
‘But grass needs looking after, like any other 
‘op. Lachlan and I go round the fields, discuss- 
g the problem of each one. Sheneval, the field 
was sown out last year, has a beautiful, 
ind-rippling, thick hay crop, but not as tall or 
; ripe as the grass has been at this time in most 
er years. It did not come away at all! until the 
nd of the cold weather. We shall probably cut 
fortnight later than usual, well into July. The 
eadow below the road is a different problem. 
his is second-year grass, and has suffered be- 
azuse we had a job getting the corn off it the first 
ear, while last year patches of the grass were 
ing after our wet June, and killed the layer 
elow. It is a very wet field, in spite of all our 
raining, and the steady outpour that shows these 
a are working. So I decided, after two rota- 
Ons, in one of which we lost almost all the green 
rop owing to the wet, that it had better go back 
} permanent pasture. But this Spring there were 
che with no grass on them, only horrible 
ping buttercups and the other weeds of sour 
ind. It had lime not so long ago, and phosphates 


4 After Many Days 


_ Silence in court! The jurors fidget 

os, Considering the case a bore 

_ In spite of the disclosures in it. 

_ The hard seat rubs their buttocks sore. 


_ The judge dilates with emphasis 

__ In suitably indignant tones 

__ Upon the prodigies of vice 

_ Performed by the delinquent Jones. 


~ And all this time the Goddess gives 
_ Her substance to the drift of chance, 
¥ A billionth part to fruit in lives 

__. That make a judge’s eyebrows dance. 


No architecture yet devised 

f However prinked with ornament 
Could emulate the improvised 
Structure of her experiment. 


A vast museum library, 
 Glass-fronted, tiered and polyglot 
_ Delineates the pedigree 

Of any baby in its cot. 


‘The creature lies there plain and red 
That needed troupes of kicking girls 
And countless antics on the bed 

To furnish it with three damp curls. 


avagance is her label. 
sider megatheria, 
Id you or I be capable 


f wasting such a good idea? 


Ge 
xt) 


ve is her aim. She’s not concerned 
tempests, wars, diseased rabbits, 
ory torn up and burned 
ones’s curious habits. 


SS JoHN ARMSTRONG 


last year, but probably most of it has washed 
away down the drains. I thought the best thing 
would be a light dressing of Nitro-Chalk; this is 
less dtastic than sulphate of ammonia which 
brings on the young grass leaf at the expense of 
the clover. The sourest looking bits could have 
some lime as well. Lachlan sowed some seed we 
had over—and how madly expensive grass seed 
is!—on the bald patches. He sowed the Nitro- 
Chalk by hand—two hundredweights to the acre. 
But it wasn’t easy to see just how far the flung 
handfuls were falling, so now the field has some 
peculiar pinkish yellow stripes of untreated grass 
between the green strips that have lapped up the 
Nitro-Chalk and are growing strongly. 

The grazing fields are looking well, though they 
will be bare enough by the end of summer. One 
of them will get some ground lime-stone: here- 
abouts we need two lime dressings in each rota- 
tion, somewhere in the middle of the grass ley. 
The old cricket field in front of the house is very 
light soil. It improved the year we put some sea- 
weed on to the young grass, but there was no 
tangle drifted into the bay this year; we had the 
wrong winds for it. The sole of clover is not 
persisting, anda lot of the grass is rather dry cocks- 
foot which the beasts don’t like much. I -have 
some young stock there, Ayrshires and Galloways, 
and they have left the cocksfoot and pulled up the 
fine grasses almost as badly as if they were sheep. 
Lachlan is going to give it a run with the mower 
high off the ground, to cut off the grass heads 
before they seed, so that the plants will have a 
chance to leaf again. 

But between the cricket field—and it must be 
many, many years since anyone played cricket 
there, though the name persists—and the sea there 
is a hundred acres or more of rough grazing. It 
is old raised beach, very poor land. We ploughed 
some of it during the war, but it wasn’t worth 
doing; there were only a few inches of soil above 
the sand. When we first came it was heavily 
over-grazed by rabbits and sheep. I changed to 
cattle, though I still have a very small wether 
flock, lambs I buy in at the back-end and sell 
through the year—or eat. We also ate enough of 
the rabbits to have made a big difference. The 
grass is very much better now. But what grows 
even better than grass is bracken. The best way 
to get my extra grazing that I so much need, is 
to clear some of the bracken. 

Lachlan and I read in one another’s minds the 
magic word: Grant. This is up to 50 per cent. 
of the cost of cutting, but it must be done to the 
Department’s satisfaction, and over a period of 
three years. Deaf to urgent Labour Party elec- 
tion workers, I filled up the bracken-cutting form 


* in a committee room and sent it off, in a typically 


Highland way, on the last possible day. The 
ground was looked over while I was away elec- 
tioneering and I don’t even know for certain if it 
will qualify, but all the same I am cutting and 
shall make my second cut in late July or August. 
Next year I shall probably only need to do one 
cut. I hope to cut ten acres, still leaving plenty 
of good thick stuff for Carradale’s summer court- 
ships. The bracken is now two to three fronds in 
leaf and makes excellent garden compost, though 
a trailer load melts down into a few forkfuls. 
We are using the old mower and tackling the 
levellest bits of ground first. When Lachlan goes 
for his dinner I take on. The smell of the cut 
bracken is as strong and exciting as Bond Street; 
the sun blazes on one’s arms and neck. I watch 
to see that the snicking blades don’t jam on whin 
stalks or hummocks of earth. If they do I must 
stop and. clear them. If the snickering gets 


uneven and jumpy, that means that one of .the 
teeth has fallen out and must be found and the 
rivets hammered back. But mostly it goes well, 
about half an acre to the hour, the old Fordson— 
she was second-hand in 1940—rocking lumpishly 
over the uneven ground. [ steer clear of bad 
rabbit holes and watch for peewit’s nests, but so 
far have found none. There are far fewer peewits 
than there used to be, ever since, I think, the bad 
winter of 1947. 

On most of the cleared land there is soft grass 
growing underneath, but I am not sure how it will 
go on through the year. There is some trefoil, 
but no clover; and it may be that once the bracken 
is away we may have to do some re-establishment 
of grass, or rather of sward, because on this kind 
of land there are probably a number of valuable 
herby plants which the cattle will like as much or 
more than coarse grass. A lot of grass research 
is going on, but not much on the kind of sward 
which can easily be established and kept up in 
West Highland conditions. This sort of research 
takes time and doesn’t produce immediately 
impressive results, but it ought to be done and 
money ought to be found for it. : 

Of course, this isn’t the only way to increase 
grass production. I could put on a lot more 
fertiliser and divide the fields up into small strips 
with electric fencing so as to have intensive con- 
trolied grazing. But this would mean expenditure 
both in capital and labour which the farm can’t 
stand. In Denmark a farm this size would cer- 
tainly use controlled grazing, probably on fodder 
crops, lucerne or clover, either with electric fenc- 
ing or by tethering. But nobody is used to 
working that way here, though in the Islands the 
crofters’ cattle are tethered. Ayrshires are touchy 
anyhow. They'd probably stage a sit-down strike. 

Naomi MITCHISON 
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BOOKCASES 
are the answer to the expanding library. They grow 
with it! They are fitted together in a few seconds, 
can be parted, rearranged and added to with ease. 
MULTIPLIX are made in two sizes, the larger being 
designed to house The Encyclopedia Britannica. 
MULTIPLIX is low priced—even by Phoenix 
standards—and carries no tax. The arrangement 
shown costs £16.5.6. 
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Write today for our 20-page illustrated bookcase 
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Mk. Danny Kaye sits relaxed, in a quiet dress- 
ing-gown, in the inner part of the star dressing- 
room at the London Palladium, discussing with 
candour and serenity the mixed reception that 
his latest appearance here has received from the 
critics. 

Their main complaint was, in effect, that he 
had changed: that the formula of his act, his songs 
and his ways of handling them, were different 
from what they had been on his three previous 
visits. ‘I would be less than human,” he says, 
“if I didn’t like good notices . . . but this—this 
I welcome. I hope I have changed. I don’t 
believe talent is something you take out of a box 
just for the show. You have to grow and develop 
all the time, as an entertainer and as a human 
being.” 

According to a classic but negative definition, 
poetry is verse which cannoi be exactly expressed 
or paraphrased in prose. Mr. Kaye is hardly 
more successful in illustrating what he means at 
this point: “It’s as if you drew a big pattern 
and it went in one series—light grey, dark grey, 
red, light red, ever-changing colours. ...” His 
face, when he is engaged in these abstract specu- 
lations, is curiously immobile: then a flicker 
passes over it; he relapses into common speech 
(laced with English rather than American exple- 
tives), and calls for cold meat and fruit juice. 

Nevertheless, he will concede this to the critics: 
on his opening night his performance was less 
good than his best. He had a cold; the cold 
made him feel ill at ease, and consequently ner- 
vous. “There is always tension, of course; but 
it’s usually like spinning a top—you wind it up, 
pull it, and let it spin.” 

Mr. Kaye feels that his London audiences have 
developed as much as he has. “It’s even more 
exciting than. it was the other times,’ he says, 
“but there’s an absence of that strange hys- 
teria. . The response is warm, solid, adult.” 
This may seem, prima facie, an odd word to use 
of an audience which is obliged by the performer 
to participate in some fairly crazy antics. Yet, last 
Saturday night, there was no incongruity in it: 
gales of laughter rocked the vast auditorium, but 
the star had everything under complete control 
throughout his eighty-five minutes (twice nightly) 
on the stage; his songs were never drowned by 
ecstatic yelps and adolescent love-calls from the 
gallery; the crowd of fans waiting for autographs 
outside the stage-door was noticeably smaller and 
more orderly than the crowds that mob, for 
instance, Mr. Johnnie Ray. 

Intercourse with a living audience is a vital 
necessity to Mr. Kaye. That is why, though he 
has been making films for twelve years, he still 
works regularly on the music-hall stage. “In a 
motion-picture,” he says, “everything goes out 
from you, nothing comes back. The camera 
absorbs mechanically all that you give: nothing 
comes to re-stimulate you.... With an audience, 
it’s like a sending and receiving set.” This need 
for direct communication is one aspect of his 
consuming interest in human nature and human 
behaviour—an interest that also expresses itself 
more particularly in his acutely observed stage 
parodies of the speech and conduct of individual 
human beings of many nationalities, and in the 
serious devotion to the ideals and work of 
U.N.I.C.E.F. which led him to make the moving 
documentary film Assignment Children. 

He is, in short, a humanist, in the fullest sense 
of that rather vague word, He has no formal 
religion, and feels distaste for the hypocrisy of some 
of those who have; but does not deny the value 


- broken heart. 


of religious experience for millions who need it. 
He has never attempted to disguise the fact that 
he is a Jew; but he deliberately avoids the speci- 
fically Jewish allusions or jokes in which some 
Jewish comedians indulge. He explains, almost 
solemnly: “I have never once, by word, inflexion, 
or gesture, proclaimed what Iam. An entertainer 
belongs to all the people in the theatre, not to 
one group.” He adds: “There are a lot of Jewish 
and Catholic and Negro entertainers whom I 
don’t like—merely because I think they’re bad 
entertainers. I am not interested in racial or 
religious distinctions: I simply ask how well 
they’re qualified talent-wise.” By a simpl: exten- 
sion of this idea, he constantly asserts, in public 
art and private discourse, the world-wide unity 
of human beings and the similarity of their beha- 
viour-patterns; and his crystalline sincerity and 
palpable decency save the truism from banality. 
He is not, however, addicted to mere generalis- 
ation. He has a true humanist’s care for the 
wholeness—the mental and physical health—of 
individuals. He is deeply interested in the 
theories and practice of psycho-analysis. “I 
despise that word 
“normal ’,” he says— 
and often repeats, 
with the most 
earnest emphasis, a 
dictum of his friend 
Princess’ George of 


Greece, herself an 
analyst trained by 
Freud: “The nor- 


mal man has yet to 
be found—and, when 
found, cured.” 

It is not. sur- 
prising, therefore, 
that in his youth 
Mr. Kaye wanted to 
be) jac doctor, * + He 
had little oppor- 
tunity to acquire the formal education 
necessary for the realisation of this wish. 
Nor could he stomach routine office work: 
“T used to sleep late to. escape looking 
for jobs.” He was the first American- 
born child in a family of immigrants from 
Russia. He is still grateful both for the 
earthy wisdom and the tolerance of his 
father, a tailor (who did not have “that 
ambition of parents to ruin their children’s 
lives” and so let him alone to work out 
his own destiny) and for the closer under- 
standing of some European attitudes and 
traditions that this immediate ancestry 
gives him. Despite his own childhood 
ambition, he is not a médécin manqué. Nor 
is he the conventional Pagliacci-clown, the 
jester with immortal longings and a 
“T have never wanted to 
play Hamlet,” he assures wrong-track 
sympathisers. “I am not a tragic man. 
I have no deep grief.” 

If he is not despairingly schizoid, then, 
it might be thought that, in private as 
on the stage, he is volatile, highly strung, 
tense. This is equally incorrect. He is 
the antithesis of his stage self. The 
description that he gives of himself is 
this: “I am, in truth, very lazy. I am 
very languid.” He reclines, munching, at 
ease, with few gestures: his face is pink, 
strong, equine. He sleeps—well, deeply, 
and without drugs—at least eight hours a 


‘conversation | 


he contrast between the demonstra-' 
fan American baseball crowd and the 


>d part of at the Oval that afternoon; once 

cite the dialogue between himself and a re- 
who had sought to probe his reactions to 

particularly censorious review :— 
REPORTER: Have you any statement to make 

about it? 

KAYE (portentously): I have. 

REPORTER (on the edge of his chair with 

ent, pencil poised): You have! What is it? 


_ KAYE (deadpan-smug): Every man has a right 
his opinion. ; 


REPORTER (subsiding): Oh. 


It may be surmised, however, that—like his 
iperbly polished craft, his timing as subtle, in 
5 Way, as Fonteyn’s, his fingerwork almost as 
quous as Ram Gopal’s—this inner tranquillity 
the result of a conscious process, a prolonged 
tercise in self-examination and self-adjustment. 
¢ has learned to accept himself and even to like 
mself. “People become what they have to be- 
me,” he says, “and not what they want to 
come.” He wanted to be a doctor: he has to 
' an entertainer. Again: “You have to like 
urself before you can like other people.” This 
mot conceit or egotism: “It is the people who 
like themselves who are bumptious and 
gressive and complex-ridden. . . .” 

n one of his songs occur the lines: 


I was not a born fool, 
It took work to get this.way... 


Similarly, he was not born with the mature, 
> integrated, and—if the word does not seem 
fepropriately sanctimonious—the _ essentially 
od character that, at forty-two, radiates from 
: sparkling facets of his personality or looks 
t of eyes that now and then recall, in their 
bent challenge and slightly fey compassion, 
se of Einstein. “It took work to get this way.” 
That childhood ambition has, indeed, remained 
1 him, but reduced to its necessary propor- 
a. Interest in healing is a sideline with him, 
ugh a sideline for which he cares intensely. 
| has helped substantially a foundation for re- 
itch in arterio-sclerosis (“absolutely fascinat- 
» he says); and the tender firmness with 
ich he handles the children suffering from 
vs in his U.N.LC.E.F. film is that of a healer. 
is neither frightened nor repelled by disease; 
{his interest in it, and in its cure, is no more 
bid than a doctor’s. 

in extraordinary incident—without precedent, 
sly, in the history of the London Palladium— 
red in Mr. Kaye’s dressing-room last Satur- 
‘night. It occurred shortly before ten o’clock 
bout ten minutes before he was due to appear 
he second house. At such moments, most 
-ttainers must be undisturbed; many of them 
“bundles of nerves.” Mr. Kaye had begun 
»ut on his make-up. 

denly his door burst open. A man rushed 
g, “Hey, Danny! Can you do anything 
is? He’s very bad.” He dragged in a 
in stage costume, whose face was grey 
nised. He was suffering, he said, from 
e-type headache, ; 

t down,” said Mr. Kaye, standing behind 
“Rest your head against my body.” 
en went to work on the man’s neck and 
ind scalp, in the manner of an osteopath. 
s three or four minutes the job was 
still looked unwell, but he said that 
s gone. Mr. Kaye only remarked 
w a bit earlier next time”; went 


g up; and was on stage on time. 
> ae 


or mimes only twice—once 


g reticence of the crowd that he had — 


ee + Poa. 
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War and Peace 


T am glad to see that the Giraudoux play about 
the Trojan War, translated by Christopher Fry 
as Tiger at the Gates, and presented at the 
Apollo, has been given such an excellent press. 
This is certainly one of the most distinguished 
productions London has seen in the last few years. 
Mr. Michael Redgrave leads a long and distin- 
guished cast, and himself gives a most profound 
and exciting performance. The music, interesting 
and always appropriate but never obtrusive, is by 
Mr. Lennox Berkeley. The décor is by Mr. Loudon 
Sainthill, who has disciplined his love of the lush 
and provided a simple but quite sufficiently evoca- 
tive set which it must be interesting to act on. 
Finally, the production is in the hands of. the 
distinguished American, Mr. Harold Clurman. 
And I wish I had enjoyed it all a little more. 

I found it difficult to decide just why I didn’t. 
I am a great admirer of Giraudoux’s talent, and, 
usually, the more words in the theatre, the better 
for me, when they are provided by a stylist of 
his order. But somehow this play, which I had 
previously admired in reading, did not come alive 
for me on the stage. The subject is one that Girau- 
doux felt about passionately, but his feelings 
seem to be too near the pamphlet stage. It is 
brilliant pamphleteering, granted, but it remains 
pamphleteering, and history has a way of render- 
ing the pamphlet obsolete. The whole point. of 
a play of this kind is that a contemporary situation, 
by being put back into the past, is, so to speak, 
re-exposed to us. Seeing our situation afresh in 
another and simpler context, we are brought 
bump up against it with a new sense of shcck. 
Giraudoux in this piece plays with the ideas we 
used to have about War, and how Wars come 
about, and it would have been dazzling enough 
only twenty years ago. But to the situation in 
which we find ourselves now, it all seemed sur- 
prisingly irrelevant. The parallels seemed always 
to misfire. 


Nor does Giraudoux display so consistently 
here his usual invention and ability to shock us 
by surprise. Take, for instance, the ending. The 
scene has been set in Troy just after the rape of 
Helen and before the war has started. His Hector, 
a disillusioned fighter, has determined to prevent 
this threatened war, and is prepared to go to any 
lengths to achieve his ends. First he must per- 
suade Paris to give up Helen, and then he must 
persuade Helen to be given up. That accom- 
plished, Priam and the Trojan Senate prove an 
obstacle; they have invested a great deal of pres- 
tige in Helen’s presence. Finally, when their 
reluctant acquiescence has been won, there is 
Ulysses, the ambassador from the Greeks, to be 
dealt with. Each of these tasks of persuasion, de- 
manding, each of them, a different approach, is 
successfully accomplished. Ulysses, in a drama- 
tic reversal, finally agrees to take Helen back, and 
then—well, then comes what seems to me only 
the most obvious of ends. Ulysses’s colleague, the 
drunken Ajax, makes a pass at Hector’s wife, and 
the pacifist Hector draws his sword. The Trojan 
War will, after all, take place. 


Of course, there are wonderfully good passages 
all the way through, and there is one superb 
ironic scene. Ulysses has agreed to call off the 
war, but one of his conditions is that he must be 
able to assure the Greeks that he is bringing back 
Helen in exactly the same state of preservation 
as she was when she left. Helen and Paris are 
called in to give this assurance, and there they 
stand on one side of the stage, two lovely animals 
glowing all too obviously with the pleasures of 
the flesh. But they are still under Hector’s moral 
domination, and, though against the grain, assent 
to the proposition that “nothing has happened.” 
Ulysses cannot resist taunting Paris: So he’s im- 
potent, is he? He doesn’t look it, of course. But 
there you are. One never knows, does one? 


Paris holds out against the insult—all that 1s 
needed, after all, is the diplomatic reassurance. 
But for the patriotic common people assembled 
on the other side it is too much to bear, to hear - 
a Trojan prince derided as impotent. Two of the 
sailors who brought Paris and Helen over jump 
up and graphically refute the charge. Paris im- 
potent indeed? And with a fine gusto they pro-_ 
ceed to rehearse in vivid detail how, on that ship 
on that first night, the erotic rites of the lovers 
were celebrated. For a scene like this alone it is 
well worth putting up with passages that seem to 
drag. 

Mr. Clurman has staged the play with a wholly 
admirable simplicity. It is always interesting to 
watch, and this is achieved without any unneces- 
sary fuss. But the very stylisation of gesture 
and movement throws the whole onus on to the 
actors, and especially on to their voices, and they 
are not all up to it.. The play needs half a dozen 
Michael Redgraves and it has only one. Mr. Red- 
grave is an actor of many resources, and they are 
all needed and all called into play in this long, 
exacting part. Mr. Redgrave can switch from: 
passion to irony, from the intense to the sardonic, 
and is equally at home in all of these moods. But 
elsewhere the danger of monotony is always lurk- 
ing, and too often when he is off the stage it comes 
out into the open. Miss Leueen MacGrath, Miss 
Barbara Jefford, Miss Catherine Lacey, Mr. John 
Laurie and Mr. Walter Fitzgerald are members 
of the cast who all contribute but are good enough 
somehow to have contributed more. Miss Diane 
Cilento and Mr. Leo Ciceri make a handsome 
pair of lovers, and Mr. Robert Shaw and Mr. 
Norman Rossington are splendid as the sailors. 


T. C. Worstey 
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Artist as Young Dog 


I xvew Dylan. Thomas only very slightly, but it 
so happens that my second most vivid memory of - 
him—my most vivid memory is of his reading 
some of his poems—is of his standing by the bar 
in a pub near Broadcasting House and making an 
immensely long. and enormously funny saga out 
of an incident that, for most people, would have 
had: no “story in it” at all. The anecdote was 
about a wartime railway journey in the blackout, 
in a carriage crammed with large, grim, silent 
Canadian soldiers, and about Dylan’s embarrass- 
ment in opening in front of them an untidy brown 
paper parcel full of sandwiches, finding that the 
sandwiches almost choked him under the 
Canadians’ steady stares, and fumbling hopelessly 
to parcel. the sandwiches up again. He made this 
stretch half an hour, getting funnier all the time. 
He held one’s attention partly by mimicry (you 
‘saw the big, bovine. Canadian eyes, the munching, 
choking little Dylan, the embarrassed flurry.with 
the brown paper); partly by the. old comedian’s 
trick of making you “wait for it”; partly by the 
mere deadpan accuracy of the trained reporter, 
who subconsciously and automatically records any 
experience that may at any time provide “copy” 
and partly by a gift the opposite of this accuracy, 
a wild, wilful, beautiful, buffoonish verbal 
exaggeration. 

It is the highest tribute I can pay to Mr. Emlyn 
Williams’s evening with the young Dylan Thomas 
at the Globe Theatre to say that, from now on, this 
memory of Thomas telling a funny story about 
himself will be overlaid and confused in my mind. 
with a picture of Mr. Williams telling Thomas’s 
sad and funny stories, mainly from-Portrait of the 
Artist as a Young Dog, with a supple spontaneity, 
as if Mr. Williams himself were making the stories 
up as he went along. 

Mr. Williams’s performance is not a feat of 
physical impersonation. In his neat, nondescript 
blue suit, he doesn’t look in the least like Thomas, 
who threw on any clothes that came handy in the 
morning and generally resembled (in the phrase of 
an American reporter which he relished and 
appropriated) “ an unmade bed.” Nor are the 
two voices similar, apart from having the “cut 
glass” quality of the Welsh voice, controlling its 
lilt, and consciously speaking “ beautiful English.” 
Mr. Williams’s voice is light, high, and supple; 
Dylan Thomas’s was low, wobbly, and rich.. 
What Mr. Williams gets into the skin of is 


Thomas’s spirit—or more precisely of his persona, - 


the mask the splendid poet hid behind, the come- 
dian at the bar. Thomas’s semi- -autobiographical 
stories and his fragment of a farcical-fantastic 
novel, Adventures in the Skin. Trade, are light- 
weight things. He wrote them as he might have 
talked them; to me, at least, they come over 
more effectively as talked by Mr. Williams, than 
on the printed page. They are (as in a sense 
many of Thomas’s poems were also) scripts for 
the speaking voice. They look like the most 
reckless off-the-cuff improvisation, but are in fact 
as taut and timed as a good music-hall sketch. 
Mr. Williams has had to cut very little; from a 
mood, to a scene, to an incident, from a character 


in outline to a character in action, from one small 


climax of humour or pathos to the next one, the 
stories move on firmly, never missing a trick. 
Jokes that seemed on the page too fiat and broad, 
sentiment that seemed to be “ getting at you ”— 
as in the story of the Welsh youth haunted on his 
holiday by his dead brother and father—are just 
right for the different medium (that needs a 
broader brush, and a less finicky fastidiousness) of 
the dramatically spoken word. For Mr. Williams 
acts these stories as well as tells them; with a 
single chair for prop, he becomes in turn the great, 
fat uncle with the gravy-stained waistcoat, the 
tiny aunt standing on the chair to hit the uncle 
ou the head with a china dog. Mr. Williams lost 
his grip on me only when he read, stagily, two 
poems, The Hand and And Death Shall Have No 
Dominion. One remembered Dylan Thomas’s 
own voice reading poetry—the gong booming 
over the sea of treacle. One remembered. the 
truth (the serious and impersonal poet, dead too 


‘it was all engagingly casual. 


young), so een larger and wees, than the lege 
_ perpetuated here. — 


Williams has the success he deserves, he should 
“diffuse the legend widely: the card, the young 
dog, the wide boy from Swansea with a bottle on 
his finger, the brilliant minor writer of excellent 
comic tales. 

: G. S. FRASER 


[A letter from Mrs. Dylan Thomas appears in 
our Correspondence columns.] 


Kinds of Intimacy 


So long as we have only a single television service 
of rather less than forty hours’ output a week as 


_ compared with the two-hundred-and-thirty of 


sound broadcasting, a good many of us must ob- 
viously be grateful for small or, at any rate, 
severely rationed mercies. For there is not one 
public only or even the three of the old high-, 
low- and middlebrow classification, but many, as 
many indeed as there are human interests and 
appetites, and most of us, of course, belong to 
several at once. Yet it is plain that in the present 
state of television some publics do very much 
better than others. For those interested in ani- 
mals, for example, the TV screen has become a 
positive Whipsnade; we are always in Africa now- 
adays, we think nothing of flushing prides of lions 
with Mr; and Mrs. Denis, and giraffes are common- 
place. For more sophisticated tastes badger-cubs 
frisk about their setts under artificial light in re- 
markable: films, woodpeckers tap out their 


mysterious Morse, and every known specimen of 


water bird parades before the cameras. It is 
notorious that, through television, we are all 
- archaeologists; we have all become fight- fans; we 
have all become connoisseurs of swimming, diving 
and aquatic sports generally. Those of us, how- 
ever, who are interested in the contemporary arts, 
in new books, for instance, come. poorly off, and 
those interested in music not much better. 

That is why last week’s television was note- 
worthy : we had no less than an hour and a quar- 
‘ter’s. music, quite apart from a Gilbert and 
Sullivan concert—Mr. Clifford Curzon for half an 
hour.and the second part of the B.B.C. Symphony 
Concert, with Sr. Claudio Arrau, from the Royal 
Bestival Hall, Now I am aware that one does not 
need to. see music being played in order to enjoy 
it. Nevertheless, there are times, it seems to me, 
when to see is to enjoy still more, and I suspect 
that this is so when it is the great.executants one 
is hearing. Mr. Curzon was alone in the studio: 
our view was an intimate one. Sr. Arrau was 
on the platform of the Royal Festival Hall with 
full orchestra. In both cases the television viewer 
was highly privileged, for he was seeing the artist 
in as:close a-scrutiny, almost, as if he, were 
leaning over the piano or watching the player over 
his shoulder. Surely this is privilege beyond 
anything the concert-goer himself enjoys. 

It is, I fancy, a constant temptation for any tele- 
vision service to over-value spectacle, to think in 
terms of pageantry and exoticism—coronations 
and lolloping giraffes. These may have an intrin- 
sic interest, but very often they represent merely 
an easy way of filling out programme time. For 
what one is always looking for is the personal, 
the idiosyncratic, the exploitation of the intimacy 
that belongs to television especially. We had this 
last week, too, with-Mr. Priestley’s programme, the 
first of a series of six which he has called You 
Know What People Are. This I found extremely 
stimulating, though I think it promises rather 
more for future programmes than was quite 
achieved in this first one. | How describe it? 
There was Mr. Priestley talking, with a company 
of four actors and actresses to illustrate his re- 
marks. He was talking about people, about types. 


_The programme was something between charade 


and intimate revue. There were very few props; 
What Mr. Priestley 
was after, it. seems to me, was the television 
equivalent of the essay, the essay translated into 


visual terms. My own feeling was that half an 
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Yet the legend was part of the © 
‘truth and was worth perpetuating, and, if Mr. 


‘ Mr. Braden’s exit speech quite triumphant. 


slightly chores Bars it was a m ost tres t 
periment, and one capable of almost endle 
tation, It seems very likely that Mr. Priestley | 
opened up a new vein for television. 

Intimacy of another kind we had in anoth 
opening programme of a new series, Mr. Berna: 
Braden’s Bath-Night with Braden. Mr. Braden 
the latest of a long file of sound-radio comics. 
attempt the conquest of television: he seen 
likely to succeed ‘beyond all the others exce 
Mr. Askey. - Mr. Braden, too, is casual: his she 
wore an air, very effectively, ‘of calculated i impr 
visation. What bound it together the whole ti in 
was Mr. Braden himself. In a sense, he isd 
show; the other artists are his stooges. Nonsen 
is his line, a sort of domesticated Grouch 
Marxism; I found it agreeable, and I thoug! 


Both these programmes, Mr. Priestley’s 
Mr. Braden’s, depend on the sense of intima 
struck up between their principal performers at 
ourselves watching. But there is another kind ¢ 
intimacy television exploits, one which I can on! 
call the intimacy of the key-hole. The best 
the regular key-hole programmes on TV is Asi 
Club, which is primarily a programme of t 
B. B.C s Far Eastern Service. Eastern stude1 
in London meet monthly to talk with and qui 
tion a distinguished guest, so that for a great pe 
of the time the television audience is engaged 
watching another audience. And delightful it 
to watch, so vivacious, so mobile in facial ¢ 
pression, so uninhibited in reaction, so quick a 
lively, in a word, so utterly unlike an Ang! 
Saxon audience. At the same time, havi 
watched it for a year, I am bound to think ne 
that it could give us much more than in fact 
does. Last week the guest was Professor Re 
and the subject, reasonably enough, The Engli 
Are They Human? a subject full of pitfalls i ny 
way of humour and whimsy, none of which w 
avoided. It was all rather too easy. One w 10 
now like to see and hear the extremely intellige 
members of Asian Club discussing somethin 
more serious than usually falls to their lot. Eve 
one has become too polite, too much infecta® W 
the fatal English sense of humour. 

WILLIAM SALTE! 


Love Off the Conveyor 
Belt 


“Marty,” at the Odeon 
“ Assignment Children,” at the Plazi 


The Bronx on a Saturday night: the sI 
sleeved crowd, the elevator, the restlessnes: 
bars, the hunters of side-walk and dance-flc 
and Marty, 35-year-old plump Italianate bute 
Never, on the fringe of the love prowl, 
butcher tenderer. He is ungainly, worried; pt 
tell him he should get married, but there. 
a mother and can flourish a sheep’s heart 
his own. He would, with a sigh, stifle eve 
read the paper, link listnessness with — 
when chance leads him to pick up with a “ 
—a girl not up to huntsmen’s require 
schoolteacher snubbed in the Stardust 
and their wooing is as touching a 
vernacular as will be met with. i 

After months and years of Love as 
feels it should be—in neons—Marty cz 
once. Long before the flash point 
accepted Marty, man and film; the inti 
“little” cinema has triumphed over 
talk, fresh faces, new script-writing an 
make themselves felt. The people are 
wouldn’t be enough in itself. But. 
Paddy Chayevsky, has the gift of 
ironically, of seizing their commonp 
playing tunes on it. The dial 
quite the most natural and the most 
heard in a cinema for a : 


i a ; 


began, on the principle of 


Ss, they repeat one another, they ex- 
tri ivialities, and then come back to their 
music; and that, in my experience, is how 
talk. Marty, I should add, started life 
V play, but it is the life that belongs im- 
lly to studio, screen or stage, though I 
e the film, with close-ups and a fluid back- 
d, comes off -best. The director, Delbert 
, also from television, uses his camera spar- 
but well; and the whole episode of the dance 
with its clockwork couplings, its bored jazz, 
its row of “stags” mimetically twitching and 
ing to end up well, beautifully achieves the 
nosphere from which Marty and his new-found 
will escape. They take to the street, the 
e in the cheap restaurant, the bus-ride home. 
tty executes a wild victory dance alone at the 
crossways. Next-day he is subjected to 
pressures of a mother who doesn’t want to 
go, of friends who think that he’s letting them 
- Not very much happens in Marty, except 
e wavers and almost gives in, before dashing 
he *phone to make his overdue call. But our 
ling is not that too little has been going on: 
te the reverse. We are so engrossed that 
ing off is a shock. Are our eighty minutes or 
lly up? This end, I may say, is perfectly 
t, if the timing is arbitrary. 
it’s hard to disentangle the chief actors, Ernest 
ine and Betsy Blair—and especially the first 
om their parts: one remembers them as 
‘ty and Clara, and that’s as it should be. Nor 
*s one forget the adhesive, sharp-eyed pal (Joe 
wtell) or the mother (Esther Minciotti) who 
s the pitfall ahead but falls into it.. Even the 
all crowd seem distinguished. Such is 
effect of talent; and the cinema being what it 
me hardly knows whether to wish for more 
Ar. Chayevsky and Mr. Mann or to hope that 
is their single conjunction. 
¢ seventeen-minute film at the Plaza brings 
ther U.N.I.C.E.F. and Mr. Danny Kaye—or 
aps it should be the other way round. 
ing over the United Nation’s work among 
ren in Asia, he ingratiates himself. “I’m a 
for kids! ” he exclaims, with a Peter- 
sh air that requires from us “Yes, and [’m 
ucker for you, Danny!” Am I? Well, it’s all 
good cause—none better. 
WILLIAM WHITEBAIT 


e Tempest,” at the Open Air Theatre 


With what seemed an early release of the sound 
-of Moby Dick in Stereophonic sound The Tem- 
marked a further round in Mr. Robert Atkins’s 
ted task of presenting Londoners—whatever 
ight foolishly prefer—with open-air theatrical 
ctions. The Park, as music critics with dis- 


nd in the disenchanted half-light of a cold 
ht the actors were hard-pressed to cast their 
wer an audience made uneasily aware of nature. 
th undiminished assurance Mr. Atkins and his 
ny hurled themselves from the engulfing 
ery in a lively and at times effective perform- 
Despite the inarticulated production and the 
rhythms of the verse, they gathered to 
es a fair measure of success. All the bosky 
ere not superfluous, Mr. Atkins’s Caliban 
‘now be familiar to all; it is not really a fear- 
tion, more of a small boy, nice and rather 
overtaken by a fit of foot-stamping sulks; 
nking, one feels, would settle his nonsense, 
James Maxwell’s Ariel is another matter. 
airy, no, not even mischievous, sprite. 
€ and cringing creature haunts like the 
h-encrusted remnant of an atomic attack, 
ccusatory human remains. Mr. Robert 
es of crabbed self-pitying Prospero just 
id stick who would have that kind of 
ouse. Of the young lovers only Mr. 
Amer cuts an ardent figure, but then Miss 
le is sadly encumbered by a. cos- 
a Bpaternity garment. M.C. 


het bluesy and people | 
vee rounding off their |. 


prés-midi d’un Faune. They repeat | 
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THIS sturdy robot works 24 
hours a day . . . draws no wages 

. . never takes a holiday. Con- 
sider, for a moment, its advan- 
tages in cost alone as compared 
with police control. Effective 
all-day traffic control at a busy 
intersection requires the full- 
time services of at least two 
police officers ; total cost, £1374 
every year. An “Electro-matic” 
installation, at an initial cost of 
£1750 with £175 per year 
covering depreciation, running 
and maintenance, will in two 
years effect an economy of £300 
and incidentally provide a 24 
hour service. 

It is obvious that the only 
economic form of traffic contro} 
at busy intersections is with 
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Le Groupe 
des Six 


Introduction by JEAN COCTEAU; 


Georges Tzipine 
conducting 
ORCHESTRE DE LA SOCIBTE DES 
CONCERTS DU CONSERVATOIRE 
Overture — Tailleferre ; 
Prelude — Fugue — Postlude — Honegger ; 
with CHORALE E. BRASSEUR 
Sécheresses— Poulenc (Poémes d’Edward 
James): 
Sauterelles; Le village abandonné; 
Le faux avenir; Le squelette de la mer; 


Denise Duval 
with 
LES INSTRUMENTS A VENT DE LA 
SOCIBT ~ DES CONCERTS DU CONSERVATOIRE 
conducted by GEORGES TZIPINE 
Le printemps au fond de la mer—Durey 
(Poéme de Jean Cocteau); 
Georges Tzipine 


conducting 
ORCHESTRE DE LA SOCIETE DES 


CONCERTS DU CONSERVATOIRE 


Phédre — Suite Symphonique— Auric; 
Symphonie No. 2— Milhaud 
33CX1252-3 
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Remington Portable 


Homes with busy fathers, letter-writing 
mothers, sons and daughters at school 
or college. They all need Quiet-riter, 
latest and loveliest of Remington’s 
portable range. Every modern feature 
and wonderful good looks, too. 


Quict-ilee 


With Miracle Tab, Fingerfitting keys, simplified 
ribbon change, ‘and many other exclusive 
features. 


£32 .10.0 WITH MIRACLE TAB 
£30.10.0 WITHOUT TAB 


LOCAL DEALER wil! gladly give a Quiet-riter 


demonstration and explain Remington’s HP terms that make it 


easy to own this wonderful portable. 


LESSON FOR LABOUR 


Sir,—Mr. Fox’s analysis is interesting but much 
of it is fallacious. The Labour poll last month was 
14 million votes down on 1951, but the Tory vote was 
also down by about 3 per cent. There is no evidence 
of Labour voters changing sides, as Mr. Fox’s first 
three statements seem to suggest. The Labour vote 
which produced the landslide of 1945 went up in 
1950 and was still higher in 1951. The 14 million 
votes that were “lost” this year were lost to apathy, 
not to the Tories. 

In my opinion, there have been two main reasons 
for this apathy. Mr. Bevan dealt with one of them 
in a very sensible article in Tribune only a few days 
before the election, when he spoke of the electorate’s 
spiritual exhaustion after sixteen years of listening to 
one kind of moral appeal after another. The fact is 
that people are much less interested in social justice, 
fair shares and plain ordinary decency than they used 
to be. And they are also a good deal less optimistic 
than in 1945. Is it any wonder? Indeed, it is 
pleasantly surprising that the sort of escapism that 
prefers to “invest in success,” however shakily it 
might be based, and to forget all about the H-bomb, 
is not a lot more widespread than the election results 
have shown. 

The second cause of apathy was the Labour Party’s 
failure to realise how much harder it would have to 
fight in- order to succeed in stirring the country’s 
conscience. It is perfect nonsense to believe that the 
“Welfare State” legislation of 1945-1950 tackled the 
whole problem of stupidity, injustice and sheer 
downright cruelty in this country. But far too many 
people do believe this, and a lot of them still call 
themselves Socialists. Because the Labour Party has 
itself been suffering from spiritual exhaustion it has 
inevitably played down its moral appeal at a time 
when it should have played it fortissimo. But Labour 
might still have won if it had not made the fatal 
mistake of not having a distinctive policy, of not even 
bothering to produce a programme until the end of 
April. The pathetic lateness of Forward with Labour 
would not have been so important, if the voters had 
been made to understand ever since 1951 that there 
really was a difference between the two parties. 

I suspect from the way he talks about the Labour 
Party’s lunatic fringe that Mr. Fox falls into the 
favourite trap of so many prognosticators on the 
maladies of British Socialism—believing that the 
voters want both parties to offer the same policy. Mr. 
Fox exaggerates, too, when he talks about Labour’s 
“rapid and bitter alienation of the middle class.” In 
1945, the heyday of the middle-class social conscience, 
only 2.2 million of the total middle-class electorate 
of over 10 million voted Labour. In 1951, after six 
years of a social revolution of which the non-business 
middle class could reasonably consider themselves the 
chief victims, this figure had fallen to 1.9 million. 
This very small decline meant that nearly the whole 
of the increase in the Tory middle-class vote had to 
come from those who stayed at home in 1945; they 
were now mobilised with enviable skill by Lord 
Woolton. But it was their increased working-class 
vote which won both the last elections for the Tories. 
It went up, in 1951, to over 6 million. If Labour 
had lost all its middle-class supporters and won over 
only half the Tory working class, it would have gained 
more than a million votes. 

As every Labour canvasser knows, it is the poorest 
section of the working class that produces the largest 
number of Tory votes. This is a tremendous 
problem of education, which certainly cannot be 
tackled without a vastly improved organisation. Mr. 
Fox makes much play with the suggestion that the 
better-paid working class have become increasingly 
affected with a middle-class outlook. This has been 
happening, but Mr. Fox exaggerates its importance 
if he thinks that it inevitably turns them into Tories. 
It might begin to, but it is up to Labour to arrest the 
development, by offering an attractive alternative. 
Much of it is already available (as you rightly point 
out) in Forward with Labour. WILL Camp 

27 Grantley Close, 

Shalford, Surrey. 
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S, 5 
but effective regularity, reiterates that it is a m 


wondered at as the national pres: th mor 
failure while few, if any, of our leaders, point ou 
manifest advantages. 

With all its faults, public ownership work 
works better than private enterprise, whether i 
in collecting refuse, lending books, digging coal 
even winning wars. If the price to the consumer 
the privately owned goods and services in this coun 
had risen as little as those which are publicly own 
then life would be much easier for us all—middle a 
lower classes alike. Even if we were to pay pub 
servants a proper wage the difference would still 
spectacular. 

Is it not time that the Labour Party stopped 
ning away from nationalisation and began to expla 
its advantages to the electorate in simple terms? 
we have to do is to point out that if the cost of 
ride on the publicly. owned bus had risen as much 
that of buckets or blankets it would be about twi 
what it is now. Alternatively, the price of a sms 
car, if it had risen as little as electricity, would 
about a third of what it is. Perhaps one of yor 
readers could tell us what television sets would co 
if we took over the industry and reduced the presen 
125 types of set to about eight or nine. 

Mr. Fox seems to think that we can have a Socialis 
policy without public ownership. May I remind his 
that the dictionaries define Socialism as public owne 
ship or ownership by the community. Members 
the Labour Party who think as he does may @ 
themselves flat earthers if they wish but they mu 
not call themselves Socialists. JouHn DiLwor 

30 The Crescent, S.W.19. 


LABOUR’S COLONIAL POLICY 


S1rR,—Shortly before the election you publishe 
an article asserting “a real division” over colont 
policy between Conservative and Labour. Bei 
among those who suspect that the Labour Party 
bankruptcy in long-range and fundamental polie 
has been, over'the past half-dozen years or so, 4 
especially demoralising factor and a cause of 2 
toral defeat—perhaps the cause—I should like 1 
examine your argument further. Great difference 
in attitude: of course these exist, and always ha 
But policy: can we really find any present poli 
differences which show “a real division”? 4 

India? West Africa? Wise Labour concessions 
but not, surely, part of any consistent policy of “d 
imperialism”? However that may be, the Labo 
Party has otherwise rested on its laurels, mos 
disastrously, perhaps, in Malaya, but also in East a 
in Central Africa. In the latter cases, indeed, th 
Labour Party has done next to nothing during a 
of its terms of office, which turned significantly aw 
from what Conservatives proposed or had don 
before. Indeed, the Labour Party has actually 
treated from Conservative colonial doctrine. 

Didn’t the Devonshire White Paper of 192 
Labour government in Britain then—declare that 


primarily Kenya is an African territory, : 
H.M.G. think it necessary definitely to record ti 
considered opinion that the interests of the Ai 
natives must be paramount, and that if and 1 
those interests and the interests of the i 
races should conflict,’the former should prev 


These fine words never really influenced (¢ 
servative policy. Yet it was a Labour Governm 
after 1945 which dethroned this “ policy of f 
mountcy of the majority” in favour of a “pe icy 
partnership” which, as we all know, confirms 
settlers and the foreign-owned companies in 
stance of their domination, and is, of course, 
acceptable to the Conservatives. 7 

Trade Unions? Certainly, a difference in at 
and emphasis; scarcely of effective policy. T 
was the Labour Ministers in 1942 who ins 
colonial welfare funds should go only to 
where trade unions were or would be pf 
Some trade unions were formed after 
and there with great success. Yet the Tra 
putes Act (1927) was still in force in the | 
for example, after six years of Labour 
in Britain; and the record of colonial tr 


. 
nhmugs 


Pestsital policy now. But there is urgent : 
ne. In the colonial tornado that is 
: d brewing today we are no longer faced 
: te and easy Victorian alternatives = an 


3 “Our choice now is between deiperaicl’ 
and manceuvring for the substance of the 
quo, or else embarking on a bold new path 
‘promises something better. It’s no longer a 
of “sticking to the empire” for our own 
good, while handing out a little conscience 
' to those poor colonials. It’s a matter of 
ing imperialism before imperialism drags us 
m in its own ruins. We are at the beginning of 
of Conservative government. Let us hope 
t. For my part, though, I hope it is not so 
t that we cannot at last get some clarity on the 
- requirements of Labour policy;~-and, among 
not least of colonial policy. 

> BasiL Davipson 

' Woodlands Road, S.W.13. 


p ELEVEN PLUS 


AAs a parent and as a headmaster of a 
Modern school, I have a double concern 
the theme of “Eleven Plus-Part One” and I 

ider that the emotional and social significance 
; pernicious aspect of our educational system is 
ng. é 
on was successful in this examination in 1950 
owed little beyond some _ pre-examination 
. My daughter successfully took the examina- 
this year and in spite of the fact that her school 

practically assured success and the subject was 
n undue importance at home, the emotional 
engendered by her classmates and _ their 
nts caused me great concern. 
he day of the examination she was somewhat 
because she did not have “Good Luck” cards 
1e rest of her class; an omission due to the 
ce of her parents of local custom. (What a 
here for a satirist’s pen; the dawning appre- 
of commercial enterprise of another card sea- 
great emotional significance!) In this area 
candidates are notified by post and the fate- 
s known to all. My daughter woke at 6 a.m. 
fully proclaimed her fear of the non-arrival 
‘postman. Her accounts of the conversations 
tudes of her classmates told me that her 
was far from abnormal and the difference 
her attitude and that of her brother was not 
‘due to sex difference. 
loubt some of the personal mental ill-effects are 
for the “chosen few,” but in my work in 
r area I have a close contact with the 
» and their parents and there is no doubt 
minds about “failure.” What follows will 
any doubts they could possibly have. 
ear after they begin at my school, they are 
nother chance as over-age candidates, and all - 
en parents insist that they take it. In the 
rea there is success for a mere handful. 

ear comes the last chance when they are 
d for transfer to Grammar, Technical or 
al School. Incidentally, the rest of the 
; given two days’ holiday while the teachers 
1e examination and mark the papers. The 
on of the age group which is successful 
‘amination is further reduced by interviews 
de tests at the various schools. 
mfidence can the remaining 70-80 per cent. 
‘oup have in themselves and what respect 
n? The most skilful and sincere teacher 
> expected to restore self confidence and 
a large proportion of the population, 
repeated “ scientific” examination and the 
nt of high authority. 
the whole, especially in Primary and 
mn Schools, mildly deplore the 
a surprisingly large number accept it 
ey may, of course, feel that their , 
a very good chance of success 
, and after all they are employed 


hich issues the decrees. Are the 


7 re) 
30 Cambridge Road, 


) ion Authorities really aware of what they 
e doing to ‘such a great number of the population? 
is this question naive? F, L. KeLty 


_ Seven Kings, Essex. 


FOOTPLATE WAGES 


Sir,—Why is there so little mention of the real 
basis of the present railway strike? A.S.L.E.F.’s 
public relations are bad, but the Prime Minister is 
being allowed to get away with the suggestions that 
the causes of the struggle are A.S.L.E.F.’s stubborn 
fight for a differential, and a stern struggle for 
supremacy between the two unions. Surely the 
facts are that A.S.L.E.F. (and the N.U.R.) are 
engaged in the very early stages of a long battle 
regarding the status, the wage rates and the work- 
ing conditions of their members, that stems from 
the reorganisation plan. The end of the steam loco 
will reduce the number of fcotplate men: the fire- 
man’s job is ended and there is already dispute on 
the need for two men in the cabs of express electric 
trains. Engine cleaners as such will largely be 
redundant, the important man in the loco sheds will 
be the electrical maintenance man, whose wage rate 
may well be higher than that of the shunting loco 
driver, or the base rate of the long-distance driver. 

The members of A.S.L.E.F. face a complete 
revolution in their work, some redundancy, and the 
chance that promotion hopes may be frustrated for 
some, even if better in the long run for others. So 
A.S.L.E.F. may be expected to refuse proposals that 
do not benefit the grades most likely to be affected 
by the reorganisation. The situation cannot be met 
by dodging the main issue. A.S.L.E.F. must be 
offered a reasonable compromise, and both unions 
must be told at once that reorganisation means re- 
grading, and that a series of conferences should be 


‘held to work over the whole future of railway 


employment and to draw up proper schemes for the 

transition period and for the future when the re- 

organisation is complete. The men must know their 

prospects on a long-term basis subject only to cost- 

of-living fiuctuations. ANDREW CAMPBELL 
56 Belsize Park, N.W.3. 


S1r,—In referring, in your issue of May 28, to the 
offer of additional payments for footplate staff made 
by the Commission on May 16, it is stated that “ fire- 
men would not get any increase at all.” This is cor- 
rect so far as concerns the Commission’s offer of 
extra allowances according to the type of train 
worked; in the case of the proposed additional mile- 
age payments, however, the latter proposals definitely 
embraced firemen and assistant motormen. Addi- 
tional weekly payments for mileage might be earned 
by firemen and assistant motormen up to a maximum 
of 6s. 103d..a week. J. H. BREBNER, 

Public Relations Adviser 

British Transport Commission. 


[This is correct; but the new mileage payments 
offered did not apply to shunting work or turns of 
duty involving distances under 90 miules—ED., 
N.S. & N.]J 


DYLAN THOMAS AND EMLYN 
WILLIAMS 


Sir,—Mr. Emlyn Williams in his one-man 
“portrait ” of my husband at the Globe Theatre has 
made a legend: a very credible and creditable Iegend, 
and I am very grateful myself that it bears only a 
very remote approximation to the truth. 

He has deliberately emphasised a certain side, and 
certain aspects, the less worthy ones I should say, of 
Dylan’s character; and almost. omitted the dwarfing 
shadow (dwarfing to Mr. Williams himself, could 
it be?) of poetry. On the two occasions when he did 
introduce two of the most theatrical poems, and he 
can’t be blamed for that, the reaction in the theatre 
was a sudden galvanisation of attention far more 
intense than the kindly amused response given to 
his charming, whimsical, sentimental reminiscences 
with no bite in them; and how can anybody be a poet 


without a bite? (If the total charm of Dylan Thomas ' 


815, 


liams were rashly mixed together 
ng bowl, what a wonderful sugar 
cake that would be! But then, of course, the Welsh 
do have a pronounced tendency to drip. . . .) } 
With Mr. Williams’s great skill and craft, and it is 
always a pleasure to watch an actor who knows his 
job so well that he can take liberties with it; and 
above all his split artist’s sense of timing, he has 
the blessed sense when to pause, and how long, he 
has a.created a most diverting entertainment; it 
scarcely palled more than was momentarily unavoid- 
able in a concentrated one-man show; and I am 
very bad at literary endurance tests; it was witty: 
he extracted from each and every line the maximum 
effect, and had the words not spoken for themselves 
he was prepared to speak for them; even moving 
at times; though for my austere tastes he laid it on 
with a tablespoon too profusely, and, if it is permissible 
to criticise a professional of his stature, his gestures 
at times were just a blush embarrassing: those flutter- 
ing arms, and that bouncing never quite came off; 
though perhaps my puritanical training is to blame; 
and as an entertainment: A very pretty comedy 
piece, with a serious undertone kept well down. 
The balance between the personality of the inter- 
preter and the character interpreted has always been 
a difficult one, but in this case there was not much 
doubt left in the mind as to which personality had 
triumphed. I salute Mr. Williams for his courage, 
CAITLIN THOMAS ~ 
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RADIO. TONIGHT! 


THE ATOM 


A series of important talks by eminent British and 

Polish scientists on “ATOMIC ENERGY: FOR 
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Monday in June from 


WARSAW RADIO 


Il p.m. on Medium Wave 407. Repeated at 
11.30 p.m, on Short Wave 41 and 49 metres. 


Friday, June [0th 
PROFESSOR SLOTOWSKI 


Further talks on June 13th, 17th, 


20th and 24th. 


RELAXING AND 
STIMULATING TREATMENT 


'n cases of Nervous Tension, Exhaustion, Insomnia, Anxiety, 
Irritability, Physical Debility, Fatigue, Stress and Strain. 


A reintegrating therapy of proved value. 


THE NERVE CENTRE 
1 Bentinck Street, London, W.! 


Tel.: WELBECK $600, Ask for Brechure 
Recommended by the Medical Profession. 


816 


BOOKS IN GENERAL 


Elizabeth 


Great partnerships are rare in politics, and the 
few that have lasted are justly famous. There 
was Ferdinand and Isabella, there was Gustavus 
and Oxenstjerna, and—most lasting of all—there 
‘was Elizabeth and Cecil. For forty consecutive 
years that alliance governed England, making 
the most splendid reign in our history; and the 
alliance was ten years older than the govern- 
ment. In 1548, when Elizabeth was a fourteen- 
year-old princess, she had singled out William 
Cecil as the one honest man whom she could 
trust and had written to him as “ your friend.” 
Fifty years later, when he lay dying, she brought 
him chicken-broth made with her own hands 
and afterwards, hardened actress though she 
was, wept in council when his name was men- 
tioned. In a time of ideological convulsions, 
diplomatic somersaults, treacheries, conspiracies 
and coups d’état, they remained constant in their 
mutual dependence. Meanwhile the Catholic 
sovereigns of France, Spain and Scotland had 
all disembarrassed themselves of their counsel- 
lors by treachery and murder. Judged as an 
employer alone, the record of Queen Elizabeth 
was indeed extraordinary. 

What was the secret of this long, unbroken 
partnership? At first sight the differences 
between Elizabeth and Cecil seem more obvious 
than the similarities. Cecil was a man of exact 
habits, firm convictions, puritan severity. How 
carefully he husbanded the royal revenues! 
How strictly he accounted for every detail of 
his many duties! How censoriously he frowned 

-upon the lavish gaiety, the cynicism, the reck- 
lessness of that most magnificent of European 
courts! Conservative in everything, he believed 
in a jealously preserved hierarchy, its social 
distinctions guarded by sumptuary laws, entails 
and medieval regulation of labour. And how 
_he worried over the future, and the Protestant 
succession, those great problems to which his 
mistress. was, alas, so painfully indifferent! 

‘For Elizabeth, it was only too clear, was very 
differently constructed. She was niggardly 
indeed, but that was not because she had an 
accountant’s mind. There was no economy in 
her wardrobe, no sumptuary laws in her court. 
Not for her a rigid society. She would have 
order, “degree,” majesty—yes: but in her 
immediate entourage there must always be 
movement, animation, jostling crowds. She 

_ had little doctrinal interest, little political fore- 
thought. The Protestant succession, which 
obsessed her subjects, hardly troubled her. She 
uttered magnificent phrases about it: “I hope 
I shall die in quiet with Nunc Dimittis, which 
cannot be without I see some glimpse of your 
following surety after my graved bones”; but 
the unspoken phrase was always the same: 
apres moi le déluge. 

The unconcerned can afford to be liberal, and 

_seen from our safe distance, Elizabeth’s regal 
tolerance is often more attractive than the pru- 
dent severity of her minister. To protect 

- Protestantism at home, Cecil would make fires 

in his neighbours’ houses: he would sustain 
Scottish, French and Dutch rebels against 


and Cecil 


Catholic rulers—a policy which Elizabeth was 
reluctant to follow. And then there was that 
unfortunate adventuress, Mary Queen of Scots. 
To Cecil Mary was “that dangerous traitress 
and pestilence of Christendom”: Elizabeth, 
holding out alone, for fifteen years, against her 
subjects’ clamour for Mary’s blood, must always 
seem the nobler character. And how unusual, 
in her age, was her refusal to persecute for 
religion only! In vain Cecil protested that “the 
papists’ humours, by the Queen’s Majesty’s 
levity, grow too rank”; it was no good: the 
Queen would not, in her own majestic phrase, 
“make windows into men’s souls.” But the 
fact remains that Cecil was always thinking, 
and thinking seriously, of the English people: 
Elizabeth was not. She looked no further than 
her own life. Rather than take out an insurance- 
policy for her subjects (that, she said, was to 
contemplate her own winding-sheet), she specu- 
lated irresponsibly on her survival. Miraculously, 


‘she survived; but had she perished with Mary 


living, then indeed our history would have been 
different and Mr. A. L. Rowse and his followers 
would be singing today a very different tune. 

How was it then that between these different 
characters so long an alliance was built up? 
How was it that Cecil was able to control his 
imperious but flighty mistress, and make of her, 
as he did, the conciliator of the classes, the head 
of European Protestantism, the idol of later 
generations? It was done in the first decade of 
their joint reign, the decade covered by Pro- 
fessor Conyers Read’s new and scholarly book*, 
the period between their joint accession to 
power and the most formidable attempt to 
separate them: the rebellion of the Northern 
Earls and the palace conspiracy of 1569. It was 
in those years that Cecil achieved his mastery 
over Elizabeth. But the origin and basis of 
the alliance lay, I think, further back, in the 
reign of Edward VI, that brief but portentous 
reign in which English Protestantism and the 
great Elizabethan statesmen who established it 
were formed. 

For the Elizabethans—Elizabeth herself and 
all her first advisers—were (it is too often for- 
gotten) a party: a political, an intellectual, even 
a revolutionary party; and all their personal 
differences were slight compared with the great 
bond which united them. All were intellectuals, 
all Protestants: for indeed how could any intel- 
lectual fail to be a Protestant in the 1550s, when 
Protestantism still wore the liberalism of the 
Reformers and Rome had surrendered to abject 
monkish reaction? Some of them were more 
sceptical, or more serious, or more doctrinally 
minded than others, but Protestantism was the 
essential intellectual cement which united that 
avant-garde of scholarly radicals. There was 
Catherine Parr, the last wife of Henry VIII, that 
erudite Heilenist queen who so zealously super- 
vised the education of her precocious step- 
children and whose devotional writings were 


* Mr. Secretary Cecil and Queen Elizabeth. By 
Conyers Reap. Cape. 40s. re 


tragic royalty werieok sees 4 


the Phedo in Greek. There was the 
stocking Cooke sisterhood, who made br 
in-law of Cecil, Sir Nicholas Bacon a 
Thomas Hoby. There were the prota rs 
Cheke (Cecil’s other brother-in-law), ] 
Ascham and Sir Thomas Smith. Cecil hi 
was a scholar. He carried Tully’s Offices “ 
in his bosom or his pocket” to. his dying 
and in the crisis of that reign, when face 
prison or flight, resolved his doubts by rez 
Plato’s Crito. And in the midst of this sey 
cultivated cdterie sat the young King, rez 
Aristotle and Thucydides and that famous 
of liberal devotion, The Benefit of Christ, 
the young Princess, reading Sophocles 
Cyprian and her stepmother’s  editior 
Erasmus; and around them their learned Pr 
tant clergy—Cranmer, Parker, Coxe—chap 
tutors and confessors to this incredibly se 
ticated court. 

Such was the little ruling world whi ch 
death of Edward VI and the disastrous acce 
of Mary suddenly broke up. At once all 
scattered. Some fled to the Continent, some 
privately at home, others were dragged t 
block and the stake; and in their stead 
ruled, for five years, a starched and stuffy 
of antiquated reactionaries. But the scat 
remnant did not despair. For five yee 
waited, still a party, always in touch, susts 
their hopes, formulating their plans, in 
and danger. Elizabeth at Hatfield, as he 
the throne, was the centre of their hopes, af 
was then that she learnt the perils of a desig 


successor. “I stood in danger of my life, 
afterwards said, “my sister was so ine 
against me. I did differ from her in rel 


and I was sought for divers ways; and so 
never be my successor.” Cecil, still her advis 
prudently conformed; but he made himsel 
Parliament, the champion of the Pres st 
refugees, and he kept, in his privat 
careful record of the Smithfield firessil 
suddenly again, with the death of Mary, al 
reversed. “O Lord, Almighty and Everlast 
God,” Elizabeth prayed in her exultation, 
I give Thee most hearty thanks that ” 
hast been so merciful unto me to spare 
behold this joyful day. And I acknovy 
that Thou hast dealt as wonderfully ar 
mercifully with me as Thou didst with 
true and faithful servant Daniel, Thy pr 
whom Thou deliveredst out of the den 
greedy and raging lions. 


At once the old Edwardian party 
around her. The refugees poured bacl 
abroad, the timid emerged from their obs 
“There is not a heretic or a traitor 
country,” wrote the Spanish ambass or 

“who has not started, as from the grave. 
the new Queen with expressions of ¢ 
And the Queen sent for Cecil, that h 
from the secretary of her party, m 
secretary of state. “This judgment I 
you,” she told him, “that you will no’ 
rupted by any manner of gift, Be 
be faithful to the state, and that v 
of my private you will give me th 
which you think best.” 

_ Thus the alliance of Blizabeth an t 


faced with a second prospect of power. 
Dudleys, Cookes and Bacons, Smiths, 
and the rest all came back in 1558, a 
front determined this time not to fail. 
were differences, of course: power always 
differences which opposition has con- 


sss Of Suffolk, that formidable patroness, 
_ Cecil’s Protestantism too tepid; others, 
he Queen and her irresponsible favourite, 
srt Dudley, found it sometimes too hot. And 
1 what bewildering political problems must 
= any intellectual group of “Souls” which 
denly finds itself a revolutionary govern- 
nt! No wonder, in those days of Machiavel- 
i diplomacy and vertiginous royal nuptial 
hts, if differences arose between the Queen 
| Cecil—if, in Professor Read’s words, “ there 
€ times when even Cecil must have felt a 
ig urge to wring the lady’s neck?” But in 
‘end the Queen, who after all, like her father, 
W a good servant, was guided by him as by 
ne else. To her, as to his Protestant critics, 
vas indispensable; for who (wrote one of them) 
1 as well stand fast against the Queen’s 
uments and doubtful devices? Who will 
dily resolve the doubtful delays? Who shall 
despatch of anything?” So, in the great 
is 1569, she stood by him. The Edwardian 


ned solid to the end; so solid that historians 
etimes forget how revolutionary a group they 
| been. It should not be forgotten. The 


sh Protestant revolution was still a revolu- 


r its own children. 
rey H. R. TREVoOR-ROPER 


morbidly depict his malady 
offer him no medicine at all; 


the nuclear winds; admit the tall 
oses governing us; all, all reveal, 

ep the blinkered horses in the stall. 
till believe a passionate towering word 


nust, like lovers, learn that darkness is ° 
son of despair, no fearful thing, 
opportunity we take or miss, 

ng it we make the rafters ring. 

is our creed, and we have scope 

e blood yet. 


a theme for the cloistered who believe 
g is a mirage, an optical illusion. 
four-walled winter sit and grieve 


shadow. We can, if we will, 
ation there. For shadows teach 
e; little lives grow tall 
w the darkness with their reach. ~ 
io wish attend our burial. 

“yet. . 
ae PETER APPLETON 
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lure and eclipse, and now 


- Some of the returned émigrés, like the - 


organised 


mers, in council and church and parliament, » 


even if, unlike later revolutions, it did not 


a Calton Jail 


James Maxton. By JoHn McNAarR. Allen & 


Unwin. 12s. 6d. 
Conflict Without Malice. By EMANUEL 
SHINWELL. Odhams. 21s. 
“Unless a Socialist leader has been in prison,” 
‘Tom Mann once told Mr. Shinwell, “his 
education has been neglected.” Both Mr. 


Shinwell and Mr. Maxton, who were born only 


_a few months apart, graduated from Calton Jail, 


Shinwell getting five months for incitement to 
riot in 1919, and Maxton doing a year for sedition 


-in 1916. Before that, they had been through the 


same hard school—deep poverty in Glasgow, the 
I.L.P. soapboxes at the street corners, the anti- 
war movement and the great strikes on the 
Clyde. Yet the contrast between the two men, 
whose careers ran parallel but often in conflict 
for so long, was already marked. Maxton always 
thought of himself as a revolutionary and he had 
courted his arrest; true to the tradition, he 
the prison warders into a_ union 
branch and even recruited some of them into the 
I1.L.P. Shinwell, on the contrary, was much 
more representative of the masses of ordinary 
Clydeside workers that he led as chairman of 
the Glasgow Trades Council, and though he was 
well to the fore in the 1919. strikes, he went out 
of his way to insist that the Clyde movement 
was not—as Gallacher and other syndicalists 
sought to make it—the beginning of a revolution 
by direct action. Nothing shows more clearly 
the difference between the professional rebel and 
the career politician than the accounts given in 
these two books of their prison experiences, and 
their reactions to them. 

The split that became final in 1931, when the 
I.L.P. cut itself off from the body of the Labour 
Party, had been there from the beginning: in 
the pioneering days, it had been glossed over, 
but from 1922, Maxton and Shinwell were trying 
to take their party in opposite directions. Maxton 
and his closest colleagues were apocalyptic funda- 
mentalists, whose consciences permitted no com- 
promise, and they led their dwindling band into 
the wilderness instead of the promised land. No 
one who reads Mr. McNair’s moving book can 


_fail to admire their sincerity or their courage, or 


to catch the after-glow of the Golden Age of 
Scottish Socialism that shines through the pages 
of this loyal biography. But it is too loyal. Mr. 
McNair spent most of the inter-war years in 


-. France, returning only in 1938 to become general 


secretary of the I.L.P. when it was little more 
than a sect. He makes an admirable apologia pro 
vita, but he scarcely asks why Maxton failed and 
his party disintegrated. 

Mr. Shinwell is sure of the answer, putting it 


as a criticism that Mr. McNair neither mentions 
' nor meets. 


Maxton’s intellectual powers, Mr. 
Shinwell writes, 


were such that he could have reaped the greatest 
rewards of politics but for his indolence—a defect 
about. which he was perfectly frank. . . . I have 
often seen Jimmy Maxton weep as he read some 
letter of appeal for help. _His subsequent slow 
and haphazard effort to remedy the wrong belied 
the fervid resolve he felt. 


But this is a superficial explanation, Lazier 
and less gifted men have risen to high office. 
Why should Mr. Shinwell, who has courage, 


-and some ability as a speaker and administra- 


tor, have succeeded where Maxton failed? Mr. 
Shinwell gives a clue, oddly enough, in his com- 
ments on Jimmy Thomas, who had 


a keen and common-sense brain. He was a first- 
class negotiator, achieving his aim by temporising 
until next time. . . . Where negotiators from the 
other unions ran up against a brick wall because 
they refused to diverge from an ultimatum, 
Thomas would settle for an hour less when he 
asked for two. . 


Ultimatums or negotiations? That choice was 


bound to face the I.L.P. once its members moved 
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THE VERDICT OF 
% YOU ALL 


Rupert Croft-Cooke 


g “What Mr. Croft-Cooke has to 
say cannot be read without some 
searching of the conscience. He 
implies that he was innocent of 

B the offence with which he was 


Y 
charged and is terribly bitter 
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way’. 


about the part the police played 
in securing the evidence that led 
‘to his conviction.”’ 

Times Literary Supplement 
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Stanley Kauffmann 
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A young American university 

lecturer gives up teaching and 
goes into big business. 

YB “A well-written, ironical novel.” 

Sunday Times 
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The book to read on the eve of 
the top-level conference 


HISTORY OF THE 


COLD WAR 


Kenneth Ingram 


3 
Kenneth Ingram has written a 
masterly history on the period from 
the end of the war to the death of 
Stalin in 1953. 
It is lucid and readable and just 
the short guide through the maze of 
post-war politics that many citizens 
will desire. 
Its virtue is that the author gives 
both Communist and Western 
interpretations of events.... 
This is a first-rate book for | 
students of. current affairs. 9° 
Liverpool Daily Post 


Just published 15/- 
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from the street-corner to the council chamber 
and to Parliament. In fact, ever since the 
Eighties, British Socialism has ben trying to face 
that dilemma in one form or another. Our move- 
ment has always had two distinct objectives, 
moral salvation and practical achievement, and it 
was bound to throw up leaders who stressed one 
at the expense of the other. "That is what makes 
these two complementary books so fascinating: 
Maxton perfectly represents the moral absolutes 
of the rebel, Shinwell the self-satisfaction of the 
successful reformer. It is almost meaningless to 
ask which of them was right, because each asks 
to be measured by a different standard, and 
because no one can answer the unanswerable if 
only of history. Mr. McNair can sadly reflect 
on the contrast between the “ wild men from the 
Clyde” who took the night train from St. Enoch’s 
- on November 20, 1922, and David Kirkwood as 
a peer of the realm, or Mr. Shinwell writing a 
eulogy of the general staff officer. But Mr. 
Shinwell has a reply, dreary though he makes it 
sound in his pedestrian memoirs. Maxton ended 
iu pathetic though honourable futility: Shinwell 
survived to get a place in two Cabinets which, 
espite their defects and mistakes, gave Britain 
the best government and the most advanced legis- 
lation the country has known. 
Today, the Labour Party still has to reconcile 
the two strains in its pedigree. It has to exist 
half-heretic, half-conformist, for without heresy 
inspiration dies and without discipline a party 
disintegrates. The lesson of these two books is 
the stupidity of the Labour leadership in driving 
the I.L.P. to the point where the romantic flam- 
boyance of its leaders took the easy and fatal 
way out, to their own defeat and the weakening 
of the movement as a whole.. Maxton’s real 
failure was to choose the sham fight rather than 
the real one. He saved his own soul, and left 
power in the hands of men who lacked his vision. 
They built, not the New Jerusalem, but the 
Welfare State. 
NorRMAN MAcKENZIE 
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Macabre Stronghold 
The Pleasures of Mexico. By Maurice 
Sanpoz. Rockliff: for Guildford Press. 42s. 


A Land Bewitched. By Gustav REGLER. 
Putnam, 21s. 


Mexico is being established as one of the great 
strongholds of the lost Romantic cause. So 
many books are being written about it that one 
fears it may be overrun and its romance trampled 
beneath the feet of those who seek it. But it 
would be absurd to speak of Mexico as though it 
were Ischia or Ibiza: it has the size and variety 
to swallow armies of tourists without being 
dominated by them. Also its allure includes a 
strain of the dark and macabre, perhaps the most 
potent and durable element in Romanticism. 

In that beautiful and graceful people, the 
Mexican Indians, we are meeting descendants of 
the men who created the most strangely warped 
civilisation of all history. Ruth Benedict has said 
that every culture expresses some short segment 
out of the full circle possible to humanity; even if 
we are too inclined to forget that the civilisation 
of the Aztecs was a late and decadent growth in 
Central America, it remains true that this culture 
of plucked-out hearts and stacked -skulls went 
further as an expression of the darkest quarter of 
the human psyche than any other which has 
attained to civilisation. Of all European peoples, 
the Spaniards were the least likely to open these 
depths to the light. 

So while on the surface in Mexico we have such 
Romantic properties as gorgeous flowers, huge 
butterflies and diminutive birds, guitars, wide hats 
and high-horses not yet riderless, underneath it 
all are those other Romantic attributes of cruelty 
and blood. Neither of the two books under 
review is of much merit, but they have some 
interest in that each deals wholeheartedly with 
one of these two aspects of Mexico: the pleasures 
of Maurice Sandoz, the Frenchman, belong to 
the surface, while the German, Gustav Regler, 
tries to expose what lies beneath. 

The Pleasures of Mexico is a travel book, 
flimsy and full of holes as a paper doily, but quite 
agreeable reading. If he had kept to his descrip- 
tions of pleasant little scenes of man and nature I 
should not complain, but unhappily M. Sandoz 
discovered “an unsuspected archaeologist within.” 
This character having lived so long unrecognised 
has inevitably escaped all schooling, and although 
he led the easy-going author through very many 
ruins and up the steep sides of many Mexican 
pyramids, the information he provided remains of 
the vaguest; it includes such fatuities as that a 
certain pyramid was built six thousand years 
before those of Egypt. 

Perhaps only writers who have toiled to spread a 
knowledge of ancient history can understand the 
despair provoked by these evidences of their 
failure. An intelligent man, a good friend, who 
is supposed to have read all one’s books with 
admiring attention, will suddenly remark “let’s 
see, the» beginning of agriculture, about fifty 
thousand years ago was it? ...Or... (meeting 
a cold eye) five... or ten?” So those American 
archaeologists who have tried to popularise their 
subject have my sympathy when I find M. Sandoz 
dating Mexican pyramids well back into the Stone 
Age of the Old World, a date which would neces- 
sitate re-writing the entire pre- and ancient history 
of both hemispheres. 

Although the two dozen paintings by. Rolf 
Durig excellently reproduced in The Pleasures of 
Mexico make a suitably decorative accompaniment 
to M. Sandoz’s “gay impressions,” to me their 
brilliant vegetation and skies of scarlet and pink 
fail to evoke the frequently sombre landscapes of 
the country. 

With A Land Bewitched we turn from pleasures 
to agonies. Gustav Regler is a disillusioned 
Utopian socialist who escaped from a French 
internment camp before the arrival of the 
Germans (presumably he was in France as an 
anti-Nazi refugee), and has now been farming in 
Mexico for many years. He, therefore, writes 
with much deeper knowledge than a butterfly 


- somewhere out of sight on the right 


the picture. He intends, it seems, to 
psychological causes of Mexican crue’ 
carelessness of life, but his five chapters are 
loosely related and ambiguous to achie' 
purpose. They say something of the surviva 
the old gods, something of the nature of 
Mexicans’ pride and their fascination — 
death; and, in a chronicle of the worst hot 
of the last five “centuries, show Aztec” 
Christian, tyrant and rebel, rivalling — 
another in treachery, massacre, cruelty 
assassination. One chapter (containing suf 
material for Graham Greene) is a story of 
lovers who, starting as ruthless revolutionat 
come to hate one another as the woman gr 
bitter in her frustrated Utopianism and the ¢ 
veers towards Christ and acceptance. This 
allegediy a true one in which the author pl: 
a small part, may perhaps provide a clue to 
destination of that crabwise progress. aa 
Mexican violence, Mr. Regler suggests, couk 
due to the trauma of past sufferings. But as df 
sufferings are themselves in large part due t¢ 
innate violence, has he really explained anythi 
I think not, but this does not invalidate his hi 
ful conclusion. At last, he believes, Mexican: 
emerging into the light: they have seen the § 
to be as evil as the tyrant and the 
revolutionary, and have established one 
of justice—the individual’s right of appeal. 
has been no major political assassination 
QObreg6n was shot over twenty-five years 
hope that Mr. Regler is right, and that 
exorcising an ancient bewitchment; there wi 
enough dark memories left to add savour t 
romantic pleasures. 
JAcQuETTA HAWK 


Degrees of Precision 


My Many-Coated Man. 
Deutsch. 6s. 


Riding Lights. By Norman MacCaie. . 0g 
Press. 7s. 6d. 

A Kite’s Dinner. 
Cresset. 9s. 6d. 


Experiences and Places. 
DyMeENT. Dent. 6s. 


A Shot in the Park. By WiLitaAm PLO 
Cape. 7s. 6d. 4 
Goid. By CHRISTINE BRooKE-Rose. Han 
Flower Press. 4s. 6d. ‘4 


Sir Herbert Read recently suggested tha 
common quality which marks much of the 
poetry of our age is a precision of visual ima 
He suggested also that what weakens 1 
modern poetry is eclecticism. These two gene 
sations are useful to a reviewer confronted 
half a dozen new volumes, of which not one 
masterpiece and not one, either, can be 
temptuously dismissed at sight. The lines 
one is tempted to quote, from a typical 
temporary volume of verse, are accurate | 
observed detail—sensitive seeings of coi 
things, in a way that makes them mo 
new. The failure that one feels—in on 
haps, as much as in the poets—is of 
ponse. The typical good modern mi 
humane, libera!, respectfully agnostic, 
weakness, as one hopes one is oneself; 
around, as no doubt also one does on 
grand questions; his verses are full o 
stimulating partial insights, but they do1 
one’s whole grasp of the world. Our 
contemporaries no longer desperatel 
say, The Waste Land did—against 
world,” a loss of unity. The effort is 
allotments alongside the rubble, pate! 
ness amid the chaos. The last ten 
have been a period, in poetry, fos 
small talent; something reall 
Anathemata or The Nightfishing, tak 
Anything, for us, but “the grand s 
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t. The slave girl Roxy is a Negro 
e she is a slave; she is in fact as white 
In order to save her child, 
and therefore a Negro, though he is as 
she, from the dreadful prospect of being 
wn the River, she substitutes for him her 
-son, who is in her charge. As Tom 
the heir of honoured Judge Driscoll, the 
ected usurper grows up to become a petty 
a crook, a coward and ultimately ‘a 
er. At the trial, his guilt and his identity 
vealed through Pudd’nhead Wilson’s life- 
udy of finger-prints. His fate? 
erybody granted that if “Tom” were white 
free it would be unquestionably right to 
ish him—it would be no loss to anybody; but’ 
shut up a valuable slave for life—that was quite 
er matter. 
soon as the Governor understood the case, he 
oned Tom at once, and the creditors sold him 
wn the river. 


ite she had dreaded for him precisely as a 
it of the steps she has taken to prevent it. As 
real heir, he 
denly found himself rich and free, but in a 
st embarrassing situation. He could neither 
‘ad nor write, and his speech was the basest’ 
of the negro quarter. His gait, his attitudes, 
estures, his bearing, his laugh—all were vulgar 
ad uncouth; his manners were the manners of a 
... The poor fellow could not endure the 
ts of the white man’s parlour, and felt at 
2 and at peace nowhere but in the kitchen. 


is were all, if this were indeed Pudd’nhead 
on, how marvellous it would be. But it is 
ull. For the story as I have outlined it exists 


ible machinery. Pudd’nhead Wilson, 
for the one superb moment when he earns 
ickname, is.a cypher, there merely as a 
deus ex machina. And against Roxy’s 
uarges Twain sets a pair of Italian twins 
purpose is never realised. The book 
s like one of those trees one sometimes 
ross, half of which is vigorous and lusty 
, the other half sinisterly dead. 

dequate conception of art, yes, even art in 
Bennett’s sense, might have saved Twain. 
not have one. He was that rare being, a 
ughly naive genius, and that even rarer being, 
aive genius who did not trust his genius. He 
astray, time and again, by his own inhibi- 
nd lack of confidence in himself and by 
nds. One is glad to have this new edition 
@nhead Wilson and one can rejoice in its 
half. The rest merely serves to underline 
gnosis of his subject Mr. Van Wyck Brooks 
hirty-five years ago in The Ordeal of Mark 


WALTER ALLEN 


Shorter Reviews 
Wife Goes West. By TANyA MATTHEWS. 


Aatthews’s first book, Russian Child and 
‘ife, was welcomed as a candid and viva- 
unt of life in the Soviet Union. This 
ment begins well enough, in a vein at 
scent of Ninotchka and of the crisp, 
autobiographies of the Egg and.I 
ussian girl gradually becoming acclima- 
West, first through an engagingly 
ron in Cairo (“in Russia hand-kissing is. 
1! gienic *) and later with a mixed bag 
in Folkestone (“I took off my shoes, 
Persian lamb hat and placed a~ 

bookies my teeth . the guests 
le _ hurriedly saying good- bye”) is 
peevishness creeps in. America 
icy tale land where rivers of 
f Jandscapes, as the Russian 


“with: brilliant and a 


e final irony, then, is that Roxy’s child suffers » 


atext of what I can only call cumbrous and . 


agined; even the West has ‘its secret 
There are difficulties over the visas, and 
‘hints about blonde spies from the Kremlin. 
e fun of having servants soon wears off. English 
food is horrible, London unfriendly and the women 
dowdy. Nobody wants to know the truth about 
Russia: we see Mrs. Matthews “moaning and 
screaming with fury” as she reads the Webbs, and 
being rude to Willie Gallacher on the terrace of the 


‘House. Her disillusionment is all the more pathetic 


because she is so obviously a spontaneous, friendly 
person who is eager to be liked—dqualities which, 
together with the form in which the autobiography 
is cast, may cause the reader to reflect on the curious 
similarities between the national characteristics of 
Russians- and Americans. As frivolous personal 
" reportage, the book is strikingly successful, but Mrs. 
Matthews has neither the breadth of vision nor the 
generosity to deal with the wider political issues. 


Science Makes Sense. By RIiItTcHIE CALDER. 
Allen & Unwin. 12s. 6d. 


Mr. Calder is a devotee of the opening-with-strik- 


ing-irrelevancy. Readers should not be deterred by 
his first eight or nine pages, which deal rather inco- 


herently with the Lunar Society (c.1770), The book 
as a whole is essentially a series of short essays or 
articles, roughly grouped and linked together. The 
subjects are drawn from both the physical and the 
biological sciences, and the material from a great 
variety of secondary sources, most of them un- 
acknowledged. The main theme is the human uses 
of scientific knowledge, the main intention is an 


ethical one—the spread of information so that science 


shall be used as much as possible, as widely as pos- 
sible, and to the best advantage. The electron, 
atomic energy, the drugs which kill disease germs, 
and ‘supersonic flight are dealt with historically and 
biographically, with plenty of entertaining anecdote 
and with hardly a technical term. The food problem 
is discussed without any of the conventional 
pessimism (or a mention of Soviet achievements). 
Parts 5 and 6, on science in industry and science and 
the family, cover a diversity of technical and medical 
developments, from operational research and elec- 
tronics to vitamin B,, and cortisone. 

On certain generalities, such as those dealing with 
scientific method, the book is weak, but on some im- 
portant ones the attitude taken is excellent. While 
the conflict between science and religion (which is 
a real conflict) is glossed over, the cleavage between 
the arts and the sciences (a modern development) is 
effectively attacked. Science is recognised as an in- 
tegral part of the culture of our society, and one 
which need not, and indeed must not, be a mystery 
to non-scientists, 


The Twentieth Century: Special Oxford Num- 
ber. June, 1955, 2s, 


Although it opens with a lively apologia by Austin 
Farrer for the Queen of Sciences—which yet does 
not spare the Oxford school of theology—this is in 
no sense conceived as a riposte to the Twentieth Cen- 
tury’s Cambridge number with its defence of liberal 
humanism. If any general character emerges, it is 
an urbane acceptance of diversity: a quality certainly 
present in.the four-part discussion on “ Philosophy 
and Belief” between Isaiah Berlin, Stuart Hamp- 
shire, Iris Murdoch and Anthony Quinton; and in 
the duologue on Oxford Writing by David Cecil and 
Rachel Trickett. The latter topic is touched on 
altogether more sharply by A. Alvarez in his anatomy 
of “The Poet in the University”: American univer- 
sity courses in Creative Writing are no kinder a 
nurse to the Muses, he holds, than the academic 
English course whose B.A. syllabus stops at 1830. 


‘And W. W. Robson (who has ably edited the num- 


ber) effectively lays into C. S. Lewis for his recent 
stand against the critical spirit, “Lilies that Fester.” 
Maurice Charlton’s statement on the Scientist at 
Oxford and Asa Briggs on P.P.E. throw light on 
special disciplines. And there is sharp social obser- 
vation in Rod McManigal’s study of the American’s 
Oxford, where he shows the Rhodes Scholar, quick 
to take on the protective colouring of Oxford, con- 
fronted in the Corn by his reproaching « brothers 
from the air-base, the indigestible Yanks, out in the 
street on the prowl. Red Indians.” 
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Company Meeting 


“SHELL” TRANSPORT AND TRADING 


Oi. AND ATOMIC ENERGY 


The annual general meeting of The “Shell” 
Transport and Trading Company, Ltd., was held on 
June 1 in London. 

Sir Frederick Godber, chairman, in the course of 
his speech, said: In my statement I said that the 
figures of results of the Royal Dutch/Shell Group: for 
the first quarter of 1955 would be available within a 
few weeks. I am able to tell you that they are now 
ready, and are being given to the Press today. They 
disclose a net Group profit of £34.1 million, after the 
deduction of estimated taxation for the period based 
on our normal method of accounting. This compares 
with £33.4 million for the same period in 1954. 

It is still early to see in these results a pattern 
for this year’s trading as a whole but I think I can 
say that the Group’s business has come up to expecta- 
tions so far, and the results are not unsatisfactory. 
You will appreciate that no part of this income has 
yet been distributed to parent companieés—your 
company and Royal Dutch Petroleum Company. 

I would like to take this opportunity to say a few 
words about the important question of atomic power, 
which is the subject of:so much discussion today. In 
our annual report we mention that at a conservative 
estimate world energy requirements over the next 
25 years will rise on the average by three per cent. 
per annum, and consequently will be double the 
present figure by around 1980. Until such time as 
atomic power has become.a significant factor, the 
oil industry will be called on to make an increasingly 
important contribution to these energy requirements, 
but even if we look ahead to the time when atomic 
power will be starting to play the great part for which 
it is destined, its role, as far as we can see it today, 
will primarily be the production of low-cost elec- 
tricity. While atomic power plants may displace a 
certain amount of heavy fuel, low-cost electricity 
spells increased productivity, which in turn will 
create greater demands for petroleum products. All 
our studies on this subject have, in fact, led us to 
the conclusion that in the foreseeable future atomic 
power will be complementary to, rather than com- 
petitive with, energy derived from oil. 


EFFECT OF HIGH TAXATION 


Low-cost energy will be a vital factor in the raising 
of our future standard of living, and it is with this 
in mind that I have made comments in my statement, 
both of this and previous years, about the ill effects 
on the economy of the country of excessively high 
taxation on petrol-and diesel fuel used for vehicles. 
It is, therefore, encouraging to note that the leaders 
of the political parties have recently given recognition 
to. the problems. created by these. taxes; and I 
sincerely hope that, now the election is over, remedial 
action in’ this sphere will be taken at the first 
opportunity. 

Of the large revenue raised from taxes on vehielea®, 
and their fuel only a small fraction is devoted to 
maintenance and improvement of roads. The resuit 
is that the roads are quite inadequate to bear the 
traffic of today in this country, where its density is 
the highest in the world. 

Road development has fallen badly behind the 
general industrial development of the country. This 
lag must be made good, and future development 
should keep pace with future industrial expansion. 
Only by pursuing this objective will the nation avoid 
imposing upon itself a graye and unnecessary 
handicap to its economic welfare; for unless our roads — 
can satisfy the demands made on them by industry 


and commerce, our economic arteries will be choked,” 


the movement of exports to our sea ports slowed ~ 
down, and severe loss will be sustained—not only by . 
motorists, but by the whole community, for everyone 
profits from the lower costs of living which increased 
transport efficiency will bring. 

I should like to say a word about the invitation . 
from the Directors of your Company, which every 
shareholder ‘will have received with his copy of the” 
Annual Report, to view two Shell films illustrating 
some of our principal activities on land and at sea. 
You will have in mind that-for a number of years I 
have been stressing the heavy capital investment that 
has to be made each year in the various phases of our 
business. It is, therefore, appropriate that share- 
holders should have as clear a picture as possible as 
to where and»to what purpose these large sums of 
money are employed. 

»The report and accounts were adopted. 
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The Nine Songs: A Study of Shamanism in 


Ancient China. Allen 


& Unwin. 10s... 


Accounts of North Asiatic shamanism portray the 
typical initiate in terms which oddly recall the school- 
boy Shelley: solitary, ardent, morbidly excitable and 
timid, yet capable of being thrown by the smaliest 
sudden shock into blind frenzies—paroxysms which 
the Samoyedes cured by the homely measure of burn- 
ing a tuft of reindeer hair under the victim’s nose. 
Poets frequently appear as shamans of a kind (“ Sing, 
heavenly Muse . . .”) and shamans must of their 
nature have been poets, only their incantations were 
less favourably placed for recording. Hence the 
unique interest of this book, in which nine songs 
from the so-called Elegies of Ch’u are translated in 
the light of their origins in the wu cult, the “pure” 
shamanism of early China. 

Shamanism now covers almost any practice in 
which “benevolent. possession” is invited by ritual. 
In view of the diversity of techniques, Dr. Waley. 
suggests that it is a mistake to label any one form 
“true” shamanism, but. the distinction is probably 
one of aims as-well as means. The “true” shaman 
sought not simply possession but visions, affording 
sight of the spirits and communication with them; he 
was a solo artist whose part, from the invocation 
even to the ecstatic transport into the zones of heaven 
and the mediumistic converse. with the spirit, was 
enacted according to a dramatic and stylistic plan. 


By ARTHUR WALEY. 


It was a cruder magic Which Marco Polo saw and ° 


described as -“devil-conjuring,” and which, in the 
Taiping Rebellion, led the rebel “king of the West.” 
to proclaim himself possessed by Jesus Christ. Ch’u 
state, the birthplace of these songs, was a southern 
land with a richer fund of imagery and mythology 
than the arid, frugal north, and its poetry has so far 
been the least accessible in translation. One hopes 
there will be more. 


Week-end Competition 


No. 1,320 


Set by John Pomfret 


The usual prizes are offered for an excerpt from 
a new Byronic literary satire, Papist Plots and Red 
Reviewers. Limit, 16 lines. Entries by June 21. 


Result of No. 1,317 


Set by Lionel Hale 


The following epitaph on J. W. Dunne (author 
of An Experiment. with Time) was composed by 
me—late, as ever—some years after his death: 


“Disturb me not,” said Dunne the Dreamer. “I’m 
Making my great Experiment with Time.” 
Time, waiting quietly till his Race was Run, 
Here ends his great Experiment with Dunne. 


Competitors are invited for the usual prizes to 
submit similar épitaphes d’escalier (in quatrains 
of two heroic couplets) on a deceased character of 
this century, tinctured with the flavour of the 
irony of mortality. 


Report 


The terms of reference were wide. With all 
the Century’s obituary list to choose from, it was 
likely that the victims of épitaphes d’escalier 
—particularly when the irony of: mortality was 
in the specification—should be the dogmatic, 
the assertive, the know-alls. Thus it was Shaw 
who drew the largest share of the fire: after him, 


_.-Wells, Freud, and T. E,. Lawrence—the last 


being easily explained by the interest recently 
created by Aldington and The Mint. 

There were others—Henry James, for instance: 
I was sad to have to fail Edward Blishen on him, 
but the neatness of the idea was wrecked on the 
long, untidy coastline of one word in his last line. 


“T do not care,” said Henry James, and sighed, 
“To make assertions quite unqualified.” 
Alas, not even he could place a bracket 


Between blunt “‘ Hic” and unambiguous “‘ jacet.” 


Hitler, somehow, is too capacious a monster _ 
for the delicacies of a quatrain, or I should have 


more enjoyed Pibwob’s image of gardener Death 
transplanting this well-known anti-Semite ‘“‘ to 
blossom In his abhorred allotment, Abraham’s 
bosom.”? Clowns were a mistake, for no one 
wishes to be ironical about the death of a clown, 
as Vera Telfer clearly felt about Tommy Handley: 


And after all these years we feel the lack 
Because that day he go, he no come back. 


Gandhi similarly defeated the purpose of those 
who attempted to prove that Death can be the 
reverse of non-violent. William Willett was an 
obvious choice because (like J. W. Dunne) he 
monkeyed about with Time: but Time’s revenges 
found no succinct expression, however large the 
number of entries. Einstein seemed easy, but 
proved impossible. Baldwin and Neville Chamber- 
lain seemed to lead to heavy work with the cudgel, 
rather’ than to’ the precise and almost rueful 
rapier which I had in mind. 

I. found this most happily in Albert Hunt, 
whose Freud seems to combine the right formality 
with the proper sense of indulgent malice. If it 
were not for the word ‘“‘transversal,’? which 
interferes uncomfortably, Martin Jordan on 
Wells would have something of the same effect: 


Wells in his lifetime tried to integrate 
Man into one grand universal State. 
Death, taking lines familiar, if transversal, 
Gives him a state not less than Universal. 


There were a large number of verses humbling 
Shaw before God, of which D. L. L. Clarke’s 
prize-winning entry rises to something pleasure- 


‘ably austre: yet perhaps misses the true flavour of 


mortality, which A. W. G., though with a lame 
second line, does contrive. So does Barbara 
Smoker, on Samuel Butler.. There is a kind of 
impatient joviality about her Death, which for 
comic force triumphs over its informality, and 
which I find irresistible: For Fate knocking at 
the door, like the person from Porlock calling 
on Coleridge, there is H. J. R., on Elgar—he 
points out that these musical details of Elgar’s 


projected Third Symphony are wholly imaginary, - 


but we may surely forgive him on Sam Johnson’s 
avowed and unexceptional principle that ‘‘ In 
lapidary inscriptions a man is not on oath.” 

All in all, I must make a fairly arbitrary choice, 
juggling with the entries’ wit, their precision, and 
their dexterity at. conveying the sentiment of 
““How are the mighty fallen!’? First prize, 
therefore, among a level short list, of two guineas 
to Albert Hunt, and a guinea apiece to D. L. L. 
Clarke, Barbara Smoker, H. J. R., and A. W. G. 


Freud said, “‘ I have discredited the odd 

Pre-conscious father-figure men called God.” 

God smiled, and scattered speechless in the void 

Post-conscious fragments men had once called Freud. 
ALBERT HUNT 


Shaw willed his cash to make the English leaven 
Orthography with sense, then left for heaven. 
Said Peter, “‘ Follow where the Black Girl trod, 
And learn to spell the mysteries of God.” > _ 

D. L. L. CLARKE . 


My trains, the Duce claimed, are never late. 
Italians can be sure they’ll keep a date. 

At length he found, one evening in Milan, 

An equal promptness-in the ferryman. 

AW. G. 


, 


That Life was born of matter he denied: 

“Tt isn’t matter! It is mind! ”’ he cried. ; 

But Samuel Butler might have sayed his breath: 
“Tt doesn’t matter! Never mind! ” said Death. 

3 BARBARA SMOKER 


‘ 


Said Elgar “ my new symphony begins | 
With a first theme for horns and violins. 
The second will be prefaced by a blast 
From the First eee “And” said Fate “€ the 
last.” 
Ve hl Bas 


(1) P-K4 P-K4 (13) Kt-K3 © 
(2) Kt-KB3 Kt-QB3 (14) Kt-B5! 
(3) B-Kt5 P-QR3 (15) B-Kt5 
(4) B-R4 Kt-B3 (16) *-Kt3! 
(5) O-O B-K2 (17) B-Q5 
(6) R-K1 P-QKt4 (18) Bx B 
(7) B-Kt3" P-Q3 (19) Bx P ch! 
(8) P-B3 0-O (20) Kt-Kt5 ch 
(9) P-Q3 Kt-QR4 (21) Q-R5 
' (10) B-B2 P-B4 (22) QxP ch™ 
(11) QKt-Q2 Q-B2 (23) Qx Kt ch 
(12) Kt-B1 Kt-B3 (24) Q-Kt6!~ 


K-R4, (7) pks Kt-Kt5,.(8)-P=Kt, etc. 
(4) P-RY, RBS c 


Prizes shared ze E. Allan, M. G. Harm 
A fe H. Phillips, A. 


ar 
ig Neues June 11 
‘The “Chess Board > 

No. 297 Richard I 


I am not referring to the hapless king dran 
by Shakespeare and soon to be immortalised 
Laurence Olivier. My thoughts are with Rich 
Teichmann, nicknamed after the monarch who 
his doom at Bosworth; not as if he inclined to despoti 
or infanticide, for Richard was a most kindly a 
genial man, but he did make a habit of coming thi 
in tournaments. He should have done better, for 
was one of the most gifted players of his time; but] 
was a lazy man, ever ready to offer a draw rather th 
spend weary hours of woodshifting. He died thi 
years ago, almost to the day, which may be as 
a pretext as any for remembering him. His gre: 
triumph was at Karlsbad, 1911, when he, came fir 
ahead of Rubinstein and Schlechter. . Here is § 
game—quite. a+famous brilliancy: at the time 
which he trounced the wily Schlechter. 


4 
This excellent move, immobilising the 

KtP left no defence against White’s terrible threa 
R-K3. Schlechter resigned. Here- now—Mie 
Teichmann, St. Petersburg 1909—is a game rath 
typical of Teichmann’s steady and almost phlegma' 
manner in warding off an attack and starting th 
counter-attack—see his 15th move—at the prope 
moment. 


(1) P-K4 P-K4 |. (14) KtxKtP . 

(2) Kt-KB3 Kt-QB3 (15) Q-K2 

(3). B-B4 Kt-B3 (16) PxP 

(4) P-Q4 PxP (17) P-Q4 

(5) O-O B-B4 (18) QR-B1l 

(6) P-K5 P-Q4 (19) R-B3 

(7) Px Kt PxB (20) Q-Q2 

(8) R-K1 ch B-K3 (21) Kt-B5 

(9) PxP R-KKtl (22) Ktx Bch 
(10) B-Kt5 B-K2! (23) Ktx Kt 
(11) Bx B KxB (24) Q-Bl 
(12) QKt-Q2 -Q4 (25) QxR 


(13) P-QRt3 (26) resigns 


The 4-pointer for begin 
is a position in which (pla’ 
| that notorious old d 
A. Nz. Other). Feit 
had just ventured 
Kt5. Black should have trie 
Kt-QR3, but he grabbed th 
Kt. How was he punished in 
couple of moves? B—W 
to draw—and C—Wh 
———_ win—should be not too 
cult for 6 and 7 ladder points respectively. 


Kubbel 19: 926 


A:R. Teichmann Oe 


B: V. Kivi 1934 Crk, 


Usual prizes. Entries by June 20. ~ 


REPORT ON COMPETITION © 

No. 294. Set May 21 

A: (1). Kt x BP, R x Kt, (2) Q-B8 ch, K-R2; ) (3) R-BY,. 
ee a ch, K-RI1, (5) R-x Q mate. 
(1) Q-K8 ch, K-B2, (2) Q-QKt8 ch, K-B3, ( 

chr Q x Q‘ch, (4) Px Q, Kt-R3, (5) K-R7, K-Kt4,, (6 


C:(1 Dat Be RRA ee x Q ch, B x Q, (3) P. 


» (5) K-Q3, B-Kt4 ch, (6) P-B4, 
(7) K-B3, 
° Gf @).. “RK, (4) P-R7, R-K5 ch, (5) K-Q3! 


A good many correct or near-correct 


. Schneider, J. D. Taylor, , 
* Fe <a iS 


: bruck. Big 

, bath and tennis court 

ring flowers, excellent cook- 
t., Oct., Austr. Sch. 50.-, 
per day. Service 10%, 


ays in France in homely hotels; 
arvor, Perros-Guirec, Brittany, 
‘Terms 900-1,400. Hotel Arbet- 
ervais (H. Savoie), alt. 3,200ft., fac- 
lanc. Terms 1400-1800. 


, Hotel Klausen, Unterschachen, 
erland, offers splendid holidays in a 
mountain surrounding. Price per 
ss francs. Family arrangements. 


E and good food in beautiful surround- 
eS access Pisa, Lucca, Lerici, 

gh season 1,900 lire per day, 
e 1,600. Villa Massoni, Massa Centro, 


Costa Brava. Small mod. Pension 


sea. ¥ C.y he ckg. (No 
Bella Costa, Liafranch, Gerona. 


Y Gauguin’s country. Hotel des 
Le ouldu, Finistére. Fam. 
food, beaut. safe sandy beach. 
tates to July 10 & from Aug. 20. 


‘AIN Guest House, families wel- 
Walking, climbing. Good food. 
Paul and Beryl Work, Sygun 


dgelert, North. Wales. 


(OKESHIRE:  nature-lovers  wel- 
; historic house, woods, lakes, farm; 
nenities; sea near all sides. Lockley, 
ature Reserve, Pembroke. 


E Rock Hotel (A.A.-R.A.C.), Port- 
Cornwall. Unrivalled situation over- 
ay. Licensed club, sun lounge, tele- 
ages. Noted for cuisine, comfort & 
» Reduced incl. terms to mid-July 
‘Illustrated brochure. *Phone 219. 
lilton recommended. 


\ olidays or Week-ends in unspoilt 
al Essex, varied recreations, golf nr. Ex- 

“table. Lic, Brochure: Lt. Bardfield 
mr. Braintree. Gt. Bardfield 241. 


‘CK, Highfield. Vegetarian Guest 
ise, The Heads, Beautiful views, 
‘ood. Anne Horner. Tel 508, 


Guide to Britain’s recommended 
Inns, Hotels, Farms, Guesthouses. 
-a-While Book, 3s. 6d., postage 3d. 
ilton (NS), Harbourside, Torquay. 


yers offer hospitality in converted 
tmhouse, beautifully and remotely 
| in heart of Welsh Mountains near 
irionydd. Modern comforts, very 
d-and fires. Friendly and informal. 
George and Elaine Bonner, Pen- 
eftiv. Telephone Llanrwst 166. 


IAYS. Come .to glorious Devon. 
& summer holidays. No vacs. Aug. 
olden sands. Reduction for early 
Children welcome. Also furn. bunga- 
let June 4-18, July 2-9. Tel. 44, 
mess, Sea-View, Woolacombe. 


"he Hope Anchor. R.A.C., A.A. ap- 
pved. Licensed. Superb position in 
centre for Summer holidays. Rye 2216. 


ON holidays. Large house nr. sea. 45s. 

_ Cooking facils., meals if read. 
rates June/July. Similinter, Ltd., 32 
Street, W.1. GER. 1068. 


T, wooded Downs. XVth-Cent. Farm- 

‘Sgns. wkly. Kemp, Little Gains, 
el. 353), Ashford. During strike, 
nterbury or Ashford. Met by car. 


FUL countryside with comfort 
od food. Te Whare Hotel, Horam, 
(Eastbourne Line.) Horam Rd. 32. 


OKESHIRE. Country, seaside, good 
n., h. and c. wtr., spring-interiors. 
: ckg. Drake, Porthmeor, Newport. 


Y Guest House. Lovely Cots- 
alley. Excellent food. 6 to 7gns. 
Ne. Stroud, Glos. 
onvalescence at Honeywood 
use, Rowhook, Horsham, Sussex. 
akwood Hill 389. Ideal for rest and 
on, Full nursing attention. Dietetics, 
apy, Building and Slimming Diets. 
ountry residence. Wireless every 
Excellent cuisine. Apply brochure. 


days now in lovely Connemara. 
licensed guest house. H.’ & C. 
Excellent table, bathing, boating, 
g available. Terms mod. 
Grenyille Holms, Dooneen 
, Co. Galway, Ireland. 


t Guest House, own beach, 
ing, 23 acres (5 reserved for 


i ¢., electric light, indoor sani- 
resh-water pool. educed terms 

; (stamp) from N. S. 
‘ootton, Ryde, I.W. 


getarian Guest House over- 
yntinental ckg. Children welc. 
ney,” Park Rd. Tel. 2804, 


ED district. Picturesque 

fully situated above the 

ain Valley of the Liedr. 
Peentr ran Bel: 
€, -y-Pani is 
, yddelan’ 220. 


les. P.G.s, cotta > 
gns, "preakfast 


ete 
; [ onnaught Court, W. 
Cliff, Tel. 194 x33" ~ 200 yds. sea 
front Gdns., Putting Green, Garages, Super- 
lative food. 7gns. Summer 7}-9gns. 


downs. Old Norton House. Sm. luxu 
hotel on famous old Green. Rms. of diging. 
tion; fine food; friendly atmos. 8gns. Broch. 
Tel. 3120. Prop: D,. Chapman, M.P. 


ar 6S ate madcced EL A 
BEXHILL—Country hse. nr. sea, children 

~ welcome, terms mod. ‘ The Thorne,” 
Ninfield Road, Bexhill-on-Sea. (Ninfield 212.) 


Pinehills: swimming, tennis dancing 
Treetops Holiday Cam . Farle G . 
Guildford. "Tel, Shere 107... 


KESWICK District opposite  Skiddaw 
between Bassenthwaite & Derwentwater. 
Guest House has vacs. June, Sept. Mrs. 


Cowen, Ravencrag, Braithwaite. 


RESTFUL ays Country Guest House, 

on lovely Herts-Essex border. Good food; 
home prod. Chantry Mead, Hatfield Heath, 
Nr. Bishop’s Stortford. H.H. 263. 


BLENHEIM Farm, Robertsbridge, Sussex. 

Comfortable accom. and good food. 
6hgns. wk. Easy train journey from Charing 
X. Riding stables. Coarse fishing. Tel. 148. 


RECUPERATION at Higham House in 
*“ 20 beautiful acres. Comfort, rest, exer- 
cise. Entirely vegetarian. Farm eggs and 
milk. ‘Treatment if desired. Health lectures. 
Write for tepyms and brochure, Higham House, 
Salehurst, Robertsbridge, Sussex. Tel. 
Robertsbridge 126, 


LD Plaw' Hatch, Sharpthorne, Nr. East 

Grinstead, has three things that are im- 
portant in an hotel, good food, comfort and 
congenial company. Sharpthorne 17. 


PORTHCURNO, Cornwall: family holidays 
incl. road transport ex London. Russell, 
18, Manor Mans., N.W.3. Pri. 4068. 


HE new 1955-56 edition of “‘ The Good 

Food Guide” is now ready. Contains 
nearly 800 places throughout Britain which 
serve a good meal at a reasonable price, Nearly 
a third of the entries are new. The standard 
goes higher every year. 5s. from all book- 
sellers. Published by Cassell. 


EXICO in Soho: “ The Chapingo” Es- 
; presso Bar. Eat South American style 
in comfort or meet your friends for coffee. 
Grills to 2 a.m.! Peter St. (off Wardour St.), 
Old Compton St. end. GER. 0203. 


MISCELLANEOUS 


ENTLEMEN, don’t buy. Have your 

shirts repaired as new. Moderate charges. 
New cuffs, 4s. 6d.. New collar and band, 
7s. 6d. Work of highest standard. Post 
shirt(s) for free estimate or send for full price 
list to Joanna, Dept. 32, 26 Southbourne 
Grove, W. Southbourne, B’rnemouth, Hants. 


JEWELLERY. Contemporary designs, 
handmade in silver or gilt from the 
Audrey China Atelier, 99 Camden Road, 
N.W.1. Write for free illustrated catalogue. 
Mail orders only. 


ONWAY Hall. Available for Meetings, 
Concerts, Priv. Theatricals; capacity 500. 
Dances 250, Excellent acoustics for recording. 
Small Hall & Committee Rooms also ayail- 
poe ee Sec., Conway Hall, Red. Lion 


’ 


‘——~—~—STRYS? Lee fone) dak ce ao ae oe, ae 
DUREX gloves and all’ rubber surgical 
appliances sent under plain cover, Write 
or call for our free price list now. Fiertag, 
Dept. NN, 34 Wardour St., London, W.1. 


STORIES wanted by the Agency Dept., 

C20 of British Institute of Fiction Writ- 
ing Science, Ltd., Regent House, Regent St., 
W.1. We negotiate suitable work on a 15% 
of sales basis (no reading fee), unsuitable work 
returned with reasons for rejection. We offer 
also an interesting booklet giving details and 
fees of our Courses and Criticisms, and suc- 
cess letters from students. 


HE Continental Club for conversation and 

tuition in foreign languages every Tues- 

day evening from 8 p.m. 15 Baker St., W.1. 
Enquiries, ring Secretary, GLA. 2987. 


Witt the gentleman heard to complain of 
mealtime monotony try Rayner’s Indian 
Mango Chutney? From all good grocers. 


AILY Help offered to drooping appetites 
by Rayner’s Indian Mango Chutney. 
Available from all good grocers. 


SCHOOLS 


BURGESS Hill School, 11 Oak Hill Park, 
Hampstead. Co-education 3 to 18. Full 
or weekly boarding and day school. Head- 
master, James Cunningham East, M.A. 


N_ Switzerland! At Institut Bleu-~Léman, 
Villeneuve (nr. famous Chillon Castle, 
Montreux), Lake of Geneva, your daughter 
will learn French or other languages, attend 
secretarial course, etc., in surroundings of 
unique beauty. Holiday course. Winter in 
the mountains! English refs. Prospectus. 


DAM Hill School, Romansleigh, S. Mol- 

ton, for boys & girls interested in farm- 
ing. Good general education, with agricul- 
tural bias. Entry: juniors from 8, seniors 
12-14. Mrs. Falkner, B.A. 


Pen On enema nee 
CLASSIFIED ADVERTISEMENTS, 5s. 


per line (average 6 words). Box No. 2s. 
extra. Prepayment essential, Press Tues. 
State latest date acceptable. Great Turnstile, 
London, W.C.1. Hol. 8471. 


TD OTP TIN IRE ee 
ROTTINGDEAN, hton. Sea, cliffs,” 


N_ ideal holiday or weekend in Surrey. 
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Try the 
Cwo-tankiul) 
testi | 


improvement, but second, fill up with Shell again. This will gas 


bapce to work on the deposits already in your cyliad 


The invitation 
a million 
people accepted 


REMEMBER THIS INVITATION » We put it into our 
advertisements seventeen months ago, when we had. 


just introduced our new additive I.C.A into Shell. 
A MILLION PEOPLE ACCEPTED IT. 


The result? A million people are convinced that 
Shell with I.C.A is the most completely satisfactory 


petrol they have ever used. 


If you’re not one of the million, we give you the 
invitation again: try the two-tankful test. You will 
be doing it on Summer Shell, which is specially 
blended to meet the special demands of hot weather 
motoring. On your second tankful you will notice 


definitely smoother running and fuller power. 


wre= 


WITH 


TCA 


The most powerful 
petrol you can buy 


Pe 
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ACROSS _ 28, Where to. cline: for what is Ona) Range of the writer at 
Week-end Crossword No. 156 1. Vetoes the controller of the left by the woman who muses (7). ; 
Frizes: Three book tokens of 15s. for the first correct game employs (7). . got here first (7). _ 20. Scented “address. to a 
solutions opened. Entries to Crossword No. 156, N.S. & N., 5. The ruins of Salerno (7). 29. A fellow about to put res- editor (7). * 
Great Turnstile, London, W.C.1, by first post on Fune Bb: -9. Someone from - another trictions on freedom (7). 21. The door is almost cove : 
world would be muddled in _ by a placard (7). a 
a tram (7). DOWN 22. Manual transliterated fo: 
“10. If penniless the college 1. Country of rugger madness girl student (6). 
would be in possession of (7). 25. Pattern of worry (4). 
property (7). 2. Island with doctors in the 5 ; SET-SQUARE 


11. Modern erection redesigned 
(8). 

12. Summer rock (6). 

14. Man’s' name for a mother 
(4). 

15. Used, but if observed for a 
time it may be new (10). 


swimmers envy (7). 


market-places (7). : “y 
Actor who behaves like a Solution to No. 154 


star (6). 
Judgments with a sentence a ee QAO) 


in the middle (10). 
Seer e is gone, And aoe 
Wl ‘BEOIGEA) 


i) 
oo 
m 


there is nothing left remark- 


Ey 
0} 

17..Mountaineering staff per- ‘able’’ (Antony & Cleopatra) HIGH M) 
manently employed after (4). Ser a ae S Ia 
plane smash (10). 6. These peers are something na esa a bas a | 

19. Shut up shop (4). boring in the House (8). : 

23. Paltry money spinner re- 7. The heroine has this little yey tg ec ee chee) 
turns (6). song when beheaded (7). [AIRIOMIA|T] tiCBaS|TIE/E(R{S| 

24. These women go fifty-fifty 8. Caned? No, sweet (7). IN EME t 
among the soldiers (8). 13. “Ive a head like a ——” 

26. The captain should ob- (Kipling) (10). ‘ 
viously be given plenty of 16. Press in a relative to release ERIZEWINNERS 10 NO 139 # 
rope (7). (8). A. I. Bowie (Paisley), M. i 

27. Duck among those the 17. The entertainer must have a 


Buckalter (Co. Dublin), M. ~ 


sitter in (7). Lipworth (Colombo). 


PERSONAL 


PERSONAL—continued 


PERSONAL~—continued 


PERSONAL—continued 


AMBRIDGE © undergraduate, ex- public 
school, now reading music, seeks employ- 
ment home or abroad 4 or S weeks from July 1. 
Box 7327. 


ful, intelligent, seeks summer taolidar 
employment at home or abroad. Anything 
considered. Exchange references. Box 7332. 


AUSTRIAN girl requires accommodation 
with English family as paying guest for 
14 days commencing July 24, 755. 


Please 


apply to Pollshon Trading Co., Ltd., 96 
Wardour Street, London, W.1. 
ACHELOR, 30’s, driving Chamonix 17/7, 


sks. companion-driver (m). 
Box 7734. 


AY ANTED, Companion, with some nursing 
experience, for elderly lady. Modern 
house, South-east coast town. Box 7719. 


GERMAN girl (20), children’s hospital 
nurse, now in England, wishes travel S. 

Africa October, offers services return part- 
passage. Box 7478. 


A YOUNG Indian student wants accomm. 
-* in an English family as paying guest for 
six months from June 30 onwards. Box 7674. 


Z7RISHNAMURTI. Would those interested 
care join newly formed Discussion Group 
meeting London? Box 7711. 


WHo shares my opinion that nuclear fission 
must be thrown into oblivion? K,. I. 
Meyer, 1 Craven Hill, N.W.2. 


[MAGINATIVE cat-artist -wanted to col- 
laborate on book. WES. 3552. 


AYING guest accomm. in English families 
wanted for Continental students. Educ- 
tour, 10 Exhibition Rd., S.W.7. KNI. 4132. 


ONTINENTAL students seek homes as 

paying guests, au pair or exchange visi- 
tors. Family Friendships Service, 46 Mus- 
well Hill Road, N.10. 


SEASIDE holidays for children. - Picnics. 
Excursions. Every care. Thanet House 
School, 18 Callis Court Rd., Broadstairs. 
Thanet 62783. 


DEVON holiday at minimum cost for family 
parties. Accom, large house 10 mins. sea 
Teignmouth. Adults £2 p.w., children 25s. 
Similinter, 32-4 Rupert St., W.1. WHI. 6411. 


BURGESS Hill School summer camp’ in 
Guernsey, August 2, for three weeks. 
l6gns. incl. air travel. Apply: Secretary, 11 
Oak Hill Park, N.W.3. HAM. 2019. 


OUNG man holidyg. Summer sightseeing 
Cont./Scotland sks. comp. (m,). Box 7652. 


UMMER Holiday ‘Camp for Children re- 
quires S.R.N. as working matron July 28- 
September 16, preferably with own child over 
five. Matron’s assistant or girls’ group leader 
also required. Box 7649. 


EASIDE Holiday reqd. August, 2 boys, 12, 
9. Sole charge, inexpensive. Harris, 5 
Talbot Rd., Wembley. 


See Tour (Vevey-Locarno) July 23 to 
Aug. 6, air travel; Yugoslavia or_ Italy 
Aug. 28 to Sept... 11) partly by air. E.L.B. 
Tours, 154, Westbourne Grove, W.11. 


NDIA by car. American Ford Fellow wants 
riders. Leaving Athens Sept. 15, arriv- 
ing Delhi before Noy 1. Hirsch, TER- 8888. 


[SOLATED caravan Dorset village. Holly- 

bush, Selsmore Rd., Hayling, Hants. 
ORWAY. | 
people, holiday early July. 


Exps, shared. 


Zephyr-owner, 35, --sks. . 1-3 
GIP, 2177. 


OLIDAYS in the Soviet Union! For the 

first time since before the war—two 
trips, staying at Moscow: and Leningrad. 15 
days, Aug. 22-Sept. 5, air travel both ways 
and with 13 days in the U.S.S.R., £135 all 
in. 18 days, Sept. 1-19, with 12 days in the 
U.S.S.R., £120 all in. Magnificent pro- 
gramme; first-class hotel accommodation. 
Some places also left for holidays in Czecho- 
slovakia, Paris, Vienna, East Germany, etc. 
Send 24d. stamp for free brochure to Pro- 
gressive Tours, Dept. D, 100a Rochester Row, 
London, S.W.1. 


OU can still be included in our parties 

for professional people or individual 
arrangements in Austria. Lakeside holiday 
at Fuschl, near Salzburg, departures June 18 
and August 13, Austrian Tyrol; departures 
July 2, 24, 30, August 13, 27, September 11. 
15 day holidays from £23 10s. Erna Low, 
47(NS) Old Brompton Rd., London, S.W.7. 
KEN. 0911. and_ 9225. 


SFE Spain for sunshine holidays. Special 
announcement! We have been able to 
book additional accommodation for June, July, 
Aug., Sept. and Oct. for holidays in Palma, 
Paguera, Soller & Ibiza. 15-day holidays by 
rail from £36. 15-day holidays by air from 
£50 10s. Apply for details and brochure: See 
Spain Ltd. (Dept. N.S.N.), 78 New Oxford 
St., London, W.C.1. MUSeum 9351/2. 


RENE Prehistoric Caves Tour with 
D. Lacaille, F.S.A., archzologist, has 
still ‘a. few vacancies. July 16-31. £51 


(Students £44). Write now for full pro- 
gramme, also of Hellenic Cruises and Art 
Tours to Spain and Classical Italy 4 Aca- 
demic Tours, 106 Ken. High St., 


SPAN, Majorca, Ibiza, 15 days from 
£34 10s. including travel, full pension, 
etc. Free Guide and programme from New 
Vistas Travel Service, Uxbridge Road, 
Hampton, Middx. (Molesey 2105). 


RANCE. Basque country: 15 days July 22. 
Hols., home/abroad incl. transp. Russell, 
18 Manor Mans., N.W.3. Pri. 4068. 


(C(HILDREN'S Holiday in Devon. Of inter- 
est to parents unable to be with children 
during holidays. A large house and: garden, 
specially equipped for children, good food, 
perm. supervision, within few mins. sandy 
beach. For details please write Similinter, 
Ltd., 32-34 Rupert St., W.1. GER. 1067/8/9. 


ARIS: 7 days for llgns. inc. air travel. 
Yugoslavia: 14 days for 30gns. Vienna: 

14 days for 26gns. Tour of Denmark: 14 
days for 28gns. .These and other holidays 
from Youth Holidays, 8 Gayfere St., S.W.1. 


LAS? vacancies Grand Austrian Tour_by 
air and coach, July 30 to August— 14. 
E.L.B, Tours, 154 Westbourne Grove, W.11. 


EACHER wd. buy lift Dieppe-Tours mid- 
July, also return 31st. Spathaky, 7 Beech- 
cote Ave., Portadown, N. Ireland. 


RESTFUL wkends., cntry. pursuits, gd. ckg. 
Guildford/Cranleigh. Box 7462. 


DERSTANDING tthe Foreigner: at 
Braziers, Ipsden, Oxon, July 8-10, as 
part of International Holiday Course. 


VISION Corrected. Sight improved with- 
out glasses. Qualified Bates Practitioner. 
Michael Ronan, 29 Gloucester Rd., Se 
WEStern 5209. 


RAVELLERS abroad! heen to speak the 

language of the country which you are 
going to visit on holiday or business. Short 
intensive Conversation Courses at the Mentor, 
11 Charing X Rd.,W.C.2. TRA. 2044. 


ILM. Production. Unique courses in the 

technique of live and cartoon Film-mak- 

ing. Heatherley Film Unit, 33 Warwick 
Square, London, S.W.1. VICtoria 6077. 


[NSTITUTE of Contemporary Arts. future 


programmes and special membership terms 
for married couples obtainable from Sec., 


1.C.A., 17 Dover St., W.1. GRO. 6186. 
YOUR Writing Success begins with 
“© Know-How.”’ Send for Free N.3, 


“ Know-How Guide to Writing Success.’’ No 
Sales—No Fees tuition. B.A. School of 
Successful Writing, Ltd., 124 New Bond 


Street, London, W.1. 
OTHERS. take a complete rest this 
summer. Young foreign girls, willing to 


help with children, little housework in re- 
turn for pocket money, available short/long 
eriods. Same arrangements for English girls 
or the Continent from 6-12 months only. 
Book now. Eductour, 10 Exhibition Rd., 
London, S.W.7. . 


TP EAEN to speak French as in France. 


Box 6994. 


UMANISM is now an_ International 
Movement, Partics.: Ethical Union, 13 
Prince of Wales Terrace, W.8. Wes. 2341. 


PSYCHOLOGIST. Phyllis Perlow, 89 
Somerton Rd., N.W.2. GLA. 2400. 


FoR Men Only! New ideas in Beach, 
Swim and Leisure Wear. Call or send for 
new 1955 illustrated catalogue. Vince Man’s 
Shop (N.S.), 5 Newburgh St., Foubert’s 
Place, Regent St., W.1. GER. 3730. Open 
until 7 p.m. Thurs., and 3 p.m; Sats. 


PHILIP Humphreys, Psychologist, 69 
Prince’s Gate, South Kensington, S.W.7. 
Kensington 8042. 


MOBERN Contact Lens Centre, 7(T) Ends- 
leigh Court, W.C.1. Booklet sent, De- 
ferred terms. 


YPEWRITERS. Modern _ portable 
machines avail. for hire, £1 mthly. Tel. 
Robert Ropkins, WELbeck 6655 for details. 


‘HE Central Board for Conscientious Ob- 

jectors, 6 Endsleigh St., W.C.1, offers its 

advice on matters of conscience to those liable 
for National Service and to Reservists. 


MBE. Robert § Robert St. John sees private and clinic 


patients for the Bates System of Visual 
Re-education in London and Liverpool. 72 
Gloucester Place, W.1. WEL. 4042. 


CHARACTEROLOGICAL Analysis. of 
Handwriting. Particulars, Box 7423. 


ENLEY in the 90’s. Champagne and 
Chaperons. Punts and Parasols and 
Lambert & Butler’s Straight Cut cigarettes. 
Made for Halcyon Days, but still as good 
today. 20 for 3s. 1ld. 


ROBERT George Miles, Psychologist, ss 
Belsize Park Gdns., N.W.3. PRI. 6982 


LLWOODS Carnation Cut Flowers—The 

ideal gift for all occasions, Specially 
selected colours or mixed shades direct from 
the largest growers in the world. From lgn. 
to 5gns. a box. One quality, the best! 
Write for Catalogue, Allwood Bros., Ltd., 40 
Haywards Heath, Sussex. 
field Green 232/233. ; 


AA DPHONES. If you want to buy or sell 
anything privately. Any and every article 
for you and your home. Property, accommo- 
dation. Personal services, 4 Wellington Ter- 
race, Bayswater Rd., W.2. BAYswater 7224. 
Adphones. , 


~ St., Piccadilly Circus, 


i NOVELS, theses, plays, etc., expertly 


*Phone: Wivels-~ 


WRITE for Profit in Spate Time. [> 
Ideal Hobby. Send 23d, stamp | 

“ Subjects that Sell-To-day ” (a special bull 
tin) and informative prospectus. Regent I 
stitute (D/191), Palace Gate, London, W.t 


ORDINARY Writing at 110-120 words pi 
min. All langs. Test lesson 24d. Dutt 
Speedwords NS 92/3, Gt. Russell St., W.C 
P<: Do not despair. There are still — 
very few vacancies in Harold Ingham 
Summer Schools Abroad and an immedia 


enquiry to 15 St. John’s Road, Peabo 
yet secure a place. 


PROPERTIES TO LET AND WANTED 


Frat part-furn. 3 rms., see use bai 
Tel. Sgns. p.w. Putney 1582. 


ao let: attractive 4 rm. flat, kit., ta 
sep. w.c.. Newly decorated and fu: 
exclusive resid. district N.W.2, 10 min. We 
End,. tube & bus stop adj., large ue 
Refs. essential. Box 7662. 


ALDEBURGH. Caravan by sea 43gns. p. 
6 Trowlock Ave. Teddington. Kin. O 


OUNG © married 
require furn. or unfurn. flat. 
purchased if reasonable. Box -7713. 


PROPERTIES-FOR SALE 


BOGNOR. Modernised cottage with stud 
fitted as small pottery. 2 recp., 3 bedrms 
bath., tel., garden. £2,300. Box 7493. ; 


mins. Amersham ‘stn., on bus route 
Green Belt beechwood, 3 rec., 4 
k. & b., all mains, new emulsion p 
throughout. Tiny garden, rent 1 rood woo 
land. Freehold, £3,500. View appt. on 
*phone evgs. AM. 1522. Box 7772. 4 


TYPING AND TRANSLATIONS 


PaUEiees Typing ior the” discriminati 
writer. Highly recommended by Famot 
Authors. Novels, Plays, Poetry, etc. Edith 

by expd. writer. Dorothy Shirley, 138 Gree 
Lane, Edgware, Middx. STO. 6020. — 


GECRET ARIAL Aunts; all types of Secre 
tarial Services, shorthand-typists, - 
Literary/commercial typing, duplicating, ti 
Dictating machine hire ‘service. 4-day servic 
for any length M.S. Special rates” student 
and societies. Public/private meetings, con 
ferences, -etc., reported. Translating fro 
into all European languages. 832/34 Rup 
W.1. GER. 1067/8) 


JEAN McDougall for typing, translatior 
24-hour duplicating service. 31 Kensingte 
Church St., London, W.8. WEStern 5809.~ 


CCURATE typing of all kinds of MS 
plays, novels, theses and technical - 
given every care. Moderate terms. Sweet 
18 Ouseley Rd., S.W.12. BAL. 6462. 


professional — co 


F. x 


(Chelsea.) Peggy - Sutton, FLA. 7961 


ABEL Eyles Duplicating and Secrets 
Agency. First-class work by expd. “se 
395 Hornsey Rd, N.19. ARC 1765/MOU 17 


DUPLICATING; as clear and attractive 
print; and of course we ype any hi 
expertly. Speedy, inexpensive... The 

stead Secretarial Bureau, 2a Downshire H 


N.W.3. HAM 8879.. 


iA BBBY Secretarial . Bureau, ao 
House, Victoria St., S.W.1 
First-class typing. Rapid aypliesune 7 


rd 


_ Jarising, theses, testimonials, etc. 


Diy cspen esianee BAY. 1786 
by expert freelance. BAY. Gigs 


